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THE GHOSTLY ADVENTURE OF
PETER NICHOLAS.

By W. M. CHILDs.

N the dead hour of a February night, Peter Nicholas, the fisher-
man of Treleven, was roused from sleep by his wife crying out
to him from the window.

“Peter ! ” cried she, “come you out o’ bed. There’s Jack o’
Lantemns all over to Polpeer Cliff.”

“Not them,” growled Peter from the bed-clothes. “ Don't tell
me such nonsense. Your head’s always buzzing with some passel
o foolishness. Put down the window, Susan; you'll catch your
death there in your shift.”

¢ Peter, I see him as plain as ever my two hands! There’s one
top o’ cliff, and another runnin’ round him—how my blood run cold
to see such! And you frightened to quit your bed! They’re ghostés,
I do believe.”

“ Hoosh, woman, there’s no call to talk o’ ghostés,” said Peter
crossly, getting forth upon the floor. “You ought to know there be
no such things, you with your schooling. He’s some light in one o’
the housens.”

By this time he was at the window. Susan, her face pressed
against the panes, was shaking with cold and fear.

“There, Peter! there—there he runs again—running up the
cliff, where a mortal can’t set his foot, as roguish as ever you see.
God o’ mercy, there’s three of ’em now !” And she broke into dry
quavering sobs.

“Gosh ! ” said Peter, staring whither his wife’s finger pointed.
“Well, I never see such ! ”
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The Last Writings of Landor. 9

acknowledged. At present he is best known by the poetical prose
of his “Conversations,” which sparkle with brilliant aphorisms. A
popular edition of his poems is, however, much wanted.

In his ¢ Autobiography,” Mr. G. J. Holyoake gives some little-
known facts concerning Landor’s later life. In 1858, a lady in Bath
brought an action against the poet, who had written satiric verses
respecting her, being irate at conduct which he regarded as mean
and ungrateful. Landor wrote to Mr. Holyoake that ‘the action
was for verses which the judge would not permit to be recited in
court, where two falsifications might be pointed out, one of which
(as a juryman is reported to have said) would have altered the case,
and, of course, the verdict.” * The ‘falsification’ thus referred to
is,” says Mr. Holyoake, “a curious instance of the value of a comma.
The appellation which the lady who brought the action against him
took to herself was Caina, which is, in Dante, a region of Hell. The
judge did not remember the meaning of the name, and appears to
have assumed that Landor applied it to her. Landor, using Milton’s
allegory of Sin and Death,” whose offspring would not be fair to
look upon, alluded to a young lady who, he considered, had been ill-
treated by Caina, and wrote : o

Thou hast made her pale and thin

As the child of Death by Sin.
¢That is, begotten by Death on Sin. But the plaintiff’s lawyer,’
Landor said, ‘inserted a comma which was not to be found in my
lines.” The lawyer, by placing a comma after Death, would make it
appear that Caina was guilty of some horrid sin.” The lines, there-
fore, read :

Thou hast made her pale and thin

As the child of Death, by Sin,
Under this wrong impression it is not to be wondered at that
judgment was given against Landor—the trial costing him a large
sum of money.

Smarting under the, to his mind, injustice of the verdict, the
angry poet prepared a pamphlet entitled “ Mr. Landor’s Remarks on
a Suit preferred against him at the Summer Assizes in Taunton,
1858, illustrating the Appendix to his Hellenics.” In his lette
from Florence, dated March 22, 1859, to Mr. Holyoake, Landor
wrote : “I know not whether you will think it worth your while to
publish the paper I enclose. Curiosity, I am assured, will induce
many to purchase it, my name being not quite unknown to the
public. The esteem in which I have ever held you induces me ‘o
make this proposal.” In view of the recent judgment against hm,
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two years before, had been claimed from a Mr. —— by the same woman, and
then one farthing was the damage awarded. The petty local jury knew her well;
the grand jury did not. My estates to the value of three thousand pounds a year
are withholden from me by a decree of Chancery, and I subsist in Italy on less than
two hundred. My pen and heart are all I candevote to Garibaldi. The advertise-
ment in the Zimes, which I never saw, offering a reward for discovering the
printer of my ¢ Defence,” has produced a great demand for it, and it has been
republished in America. I hope and trust you will reprint the sww Ztters. In
these there is no libel, either in the daughter’s or father’s. I will gladly pay the
expense. These will be quite sufficient to show the character of the plaintiff.

Mr. Praed does me honour by prefixing my name to his.

I know not whether you are concerned in any periodical. If so, perhaps
what I send may be acceptable. I have larger and better poems at your service,
and remain,

My dear Sir,
Yours very truly,
W. S. LANDOR.
To VENICE.

Dishonoured thou hast been, but not debased,

O Venice ! /e hastes onward who shall bring
The girdle that enclosed thy virgin waist,

And shall restore to thee thy wedding-ring.

A robber sold thee for a worthless wife,
And left his heir a large domain of lies :
Contemptuous Valour spared his forfeit life,
And left him room to rave in, and grow wise.

Venice ! on earth are reptiles which lift high
The crested head, and venomous and strong

Are they, and many by their fangs may die—
But one shall crush the worst of them ere long.

So fare whoever twists in tortuous ways
Strewn with smooth promises and broken vows,
‘Who values drunken shouts, not sober praise,
And spurns the scanty pittance Truth allows.

W. S. LANDOR.
To ENGLAND.
There are two Niles, the White and Blue :
Little it interests me and you

Whether /44 springs from a lagoon,
That from the Mountains of the Moon ;
But whether our old Thames be ours
To-morrow, or another Power’s,

Is now the question in dispute,

And not a Briton should be mute.

Did ever wily France lie still,
Unsatisfied her ravenous will ?
Satisfied one brief hour, the next
Again she springs, and seems perplext
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about the same time to exhaust the finances, lower to zero the credit, and subdue
the pride of Austria. Let us abide our time. It is not the interest of Europe, or
ours, that Austria be demolished. Let her stand the first among the German
States, but only among the German. Let Hungary, Bohemia, Istria, Dalmatia,
Croatia be confederate, but independent. Their interests will induce them to be
our friends.

Every man who reads a newspaper is a projector. Weak as I am, I also have
my project. I dare avow to you that I wish Austria to be powerful. This she
may become once more by making those her friends who are now her subjects,
indignant at cajolery and intolerant of coercion. She would act wisely in throw-
ing an enormous load of debt from off her shoulders, which she may do instantly
by accepting a hundred million of francs for what she holds insecurely in our
Peninsula. We could afford to pay that sum by instalments within twenty
months, the first instalment after ten. Austria, like France, and even the bigoted
Spain, hath secularised what was called the property of the Church, monstrous
convents and episcopal domains. A bishop in France is paid about eighteen or
nineteen thousand francs yearly. We can afford twenty thousand, but we may
conveniently redace the recipients. Five in Sicily, five in Sardinia, twenty in
Italy are sufficient, now that railroads render, or are about to render, an easy and
speedy communication of town with town. Few sees would be more distant, and
none should be nearer than forty miles, which would require but two hours at
most. The Holy Father, laying aside his regal crown and resigning his extensive
patrimony, might retain the Vatican and Castel Gandolfo. The Apostolic, the
Most Christian, the Most Catholic, and the Most Faithful, might each supply
annually fifty thousand crowns; Belgium, Bavaria, and Brazil as many. We
must by these strong stakes, and by ours of the same dimensions, prop up a
tottering and top-heavy edifice.

I remain, &c.,
CATHOLICO CATHOLISSIMO,

MALTUS QUESTELL HOLYOAKE.
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THE NAMES OF THE STARS.

HE names by which the brighter stars are known—at least
most of them—have come down to us from a remote antiquity.
But the original names have of course been more or less altered to
suit the requirements of our English tongue. Some of the ancient
Arabic names were long and difficult to pronounce, and these have
been curtailed and otherwise modified. An examination of these
old names and the changes which they have undergone in modern
times may prove of interest to the general reader.

We will first consider the brightest stars in order of brilliancy,
beginning with the splendid star Sirius, the brightest of the stellar
hosts. The name Sirius is supposed to be derived from the Greek
word oeipiwos (sefrios), which signifies brightness and heat. Professor
Max Milller thinks that the Greek word may be traced to the Sanscrit
soar or suomasirau. Sirius seems to have been worshipped by the
ancient Egyptians under the names of Sothis and Osiris, and the
latter word, without the initial O, very much resembles our modern
name. The Arabic name for the star was al-skira-aljaménija, the
bright star of Yémen, or Arabia Felix. Perhaps the word scira
might, in the course of time, be corrupted into Sirius. It was also
known as the dog-star, from the fact of its rising in ancient times
with the sun, when the so-called “dog-days” commenced. The
Hebrew name is Sihor. Sirius is supposed to represent the three-
headed dog Cerberus, who guarded the entrance to Hades in the
Greek mythology. It is first mentioned by Hesiod. The French
word solei/ is supposed to be derived from Syr-eil, the eye of
Sirius.

Next to Sirius in brilliancy is the bright southern star Canopus,
which does not rise above the English horizon. The Arabic name
i8 Kdnupus, or in Greek xarwfos. It was also called by the Arabian
astronomers suAai/—from the root sakal/a—* that which traverses a
plain,” referring perhaps to its low altitude in the Arabian sky, where
it would appear to move along the southern horizon. ~After Canopus
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The Names of the Stars. 23

Z Orionis, called Alnitak, from the Arabic #iték aldjauszé,
“the girdle of the giant.”

¢ Canis Majoris, Adara ; derived from the Arabic al-adsdri, “the
Virgins,” a term applied to the stars o%, ¢, ¢, and » Canis Majoris.

Alphard (a Hydrz). From the Arabic a’ifard, ‘“the solitary
one,” because there is no other bright star near it. It is also called
Cor Hydre. It is a well-known red star, and is so described by
Al-Sufi. The ancient Chinese called it “ the Red Bird.”

¢ Canis Majoris is called Wezen, from the Arabic alwezn,
“ weight,” because it does not rise much above the horizon in
rorthern latitudes, as if weighed down.

B3 Ceti ; called Diphda, from the Arabic aldkifda al-fséni, “the
second frog!” “the first frog” being aldkifda al-auval, or Fo-
malhaut,

a Aquarii was called Sadalmelik, from the Arabic sad almalik,
¢« the good fortune of the king,” or “the lucky star of the kingdom,”
a term applied to the stars a and o Aquarii.

P Eridani was called Cursa, from the Arabic Aursi al-djausd
al-mukaddam, *‘the anterior throne of the giant ” (Orion), a term given
to the stars A, 8, ¥ Eridani and r Orionis, which form a trapezium
close to Rigel.

There are some other stars which have names derived from the
Arabic, but those mentioned above are the most important ; and
even some of these are fast becoming obsolete. The names of the
brighter stars, however, such as Sirius, Arcturus, Capella, Vega,
Rigel, Procyon, Aldebaran, Spica, &c., will probably live for all
time,

J. ELLARD GORE.
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towards the north gate of the city is called Spitalfields Lane ; and it
is a remarkable coincidence that while at one end of the lane stood
the ancient hospital for lepers and other sick folk, at the other end
now stands the new isolation hospital, which was provided a few
years ago by the civic authorities.

Although the earliest direct mention of this hospital is contained
in a deed of Bishop Seflrid II. (1180-1204), there can be little doubt
that it is the subject of the letters patent of Henry II. (which,
from internal evidence, must have been granted in 1156). In these
letters that king confirms to the infirm folk of Chichester their
previous possessions “in lands and in tithes and in other things.” !
These, from the deed previously mentioned, we know to have been
a gift of 10s. a year charged in the Archdeaconry of Lewes, 4s. a
year from the lands of Lord Warine de Preston, and the tithes of a
hide of land at Colworth ; to these the worthy Bishop added of his
own liberality eight cloth tunics for the inmates at Christmas, as
many linen garments at Easter, and a bacon pig for a Christmas
dinner. And, moreover, because the chapel in the hospital was
founded in memory of St. Mary Magdalen, the Bishop granted an
indulgence for fifteen days to all who on her feast-day should come
to the chapel and (presumably) bring a gift. The preferment to this
chapel was in the gift of the Crown, and the Patent Rolls contain
many appointments of chaplains to the chantry in the Hospital of St.
James : the chapel also possessed the privileges of sanctuary, as there
is on record an order of Edward II. to restore to it a criminal that
had taken refuge there, and had been unlawfully removed.?

Gradually the endowments of the hospital increased. In 1362
Seffrid’s gift of clothing was commuted by Bishop William for a
money payment of 20s. a year, and other gifts flowed in, until in 1540
a return was made to the king that the income of the hospital
amounted to /£6. 8s. 103d. a year; and that its property comprised,
besides what has been enumerated above, two cottages in Chichester,
certain houses, cottages, and gardens in the parish of St. Pancras
without the city, and land at Stockbridge and Postfield.

But more interesting than this list of endowments of the hospital
are the rules laid down for the guidance of its inmates in the year
1402 by John of Haseley, Dean of Chichester ; and as he states that

! Quoted and confirmed by letters patent, 17 Edward IIL., p. 2, m. 27. This
charter cannot refer to the better known foundation of St. Mary’s, which has
never been endowed with tithes. Unless otherwise stated, the authority for this

essay is & volume in Sir Walter Burrell's collection at the British Museum.

Add. MS. 5704, p. 54
* Close Rolls, Edward IL., p. 105,
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said the boat-steerer ; and a cheer which came hollowly from throats
that were strangely husky rose through the frosty air as two lines
of bending figures and the bumping, clattering boat moved forward
across the ice. The men followed the little procession with straining
eyes until the mist swallowed it up, and, when the last ring of the
runners died away into the icy stillness, went back to the Fisk-eagle
with set faces and silent lips.

« We'll never see none of them again in this world, an’ I’'m not sure
about the next,” said a fireman when they stood upon the sloping deck.
“No more you need be; theyll keep a croakin’ coal-eater like
you too busy at his purfession there,” was the answer; and next
moment the despondent prophet was flung bodily through the door-
way of his grimy quarters, while two boat hands seemed comforted
by this opportunity of relieving their feelings. A crackling laugh
that had little merriment in it went round, and afterwards there was
stillness again.

Day by day the Fisk-cagle drifted steadily north beneath a
shroud of clammy mist. At times a rush of icy wind swept the
vapour aside, and her crew could see a streak of grey ocean stretching
away until it was lost in the eastern haze. Then the captain climbed
to the crosstrees and sat until his limbs were useless sweeping the
horizon with his glasses, but the sea-rim was always blank and void.
Afterwards the haze closed down again denser than before, and
crept into the very hearts of the men as the frost grew keener. The
carpenter occasionally amused himself by chipping at the injured
bilge, while the engineer replaced the propeller blades, and this they
did that they might not think, for they knew the uselessness of it all.
At first the crew rambled about the ice, but crevasses and fissures
barred their way, and after two were nearly drowned and one had
broken a leg they gave it up, and sat in listless despairing idleness
about the stove as the endless hours dragged by.

One morning, clearer than usual, when the captain stamped up and
down the deck with fierce wrath smouldering in his heart, a frantic
yell from the man in the crow’s-nest set the blood stirring in his
veins. In a few moments he stood aloft on the topsail-yard, and,
straining his eyes, made out a patch of something which was not
white, but grey, contrasting with the mist that walled the circle in.
Clutching his glasses, he watched it breathlessly, until the patch took
shape and form, developing the hazy outline of a vessel. Yellow
smoke was wreathing about her, and he could see the loom of
canvas against the mist ; then the glass slipped from his grasp and
fell clattering upon the deck.
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round except your mate, and he’s doing better now ; but the boat-
steerer was frozen too much for that. It was his last voyage, as he
said, poor fellow !”

Then the mate lapsed into silence, and a clock ticked noisily
overhead. There was a gurgle and swash of water outside as the
steamer rolled lazily on the swell, and now and then the sick man
murmured in his sleep. So the time dragged by, until the mate
thrust fresh fuel into the stove. “How cold it gets at this hour !
Ah'! there’s the change of the watch,” he said.

The clear tones of a bell rang shrilly through the frosty air; a
cry of “ All's well !” fell muffled upon their ears, followed by a tramp
of feet along the deck, and some one beat upon the skylight over-
head. Then the coverings of the berth rustled, and a feeble voice
murmured : “ All’s well. Lights—burning—brightly,” and the poop
_seemed strangely still. The F¥sk-eagle's captain sat very quietly with
his head turned aside, and his right hand covering the chilly fingers
that gripped the coverlet, for what seemed to his companion an
interminable space. Then, rising to his feet, he softly slid the curtain
along the rings, and the two went out noiselessly into the bitter
night. They knew the head boat-steerer had kept his last watch on

earth.
HAROLD BINDLOSS.

NOTE.—At the time this story was written there were five vessels fast some-
where between Points Hope and Barrow, and a U.S. gunboat looking for a place
to land sledge teams to reach them. The writer heard several similar accounts
when in a sealing schooner.—H.B.
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Keeping up his character of leader into unknown regions, he
marshals these other pilgrims in imagination under his own conduct,
guiding them to

those clear wells
Where sweetness dwells,
Drawn up by saints in crystal buckets.

Katherine Tynan tells of an old Irish peasant-woman who, in her
talk of Heaven, chanced on the same delightful image: *Sure, we'll
all be there,” she says optimistically, “drinking out of our little mugs
at the fountain,” showing how ideas that appear in the jewelled
phrase of old-time poets will sometimes drop with simple sweetness
from the lips of the illiterate of to-day.

The poet pursues his pilgrimage into the heart of the Celestial
City, indulging to the full his lifelong dreams of new-world magnifi-
cence, of

rubies thick as gravel ;

Ceilings of diamonds, sapphire flowers,

High walls of coral, and pearly bowers,
till the wilder earthly passions break in. The false charges, the
cruel intrigues that have brought him to the block, force their
hateful recollections on his mind, and the vision closes in
““ Heaven’s bribeless hall,” where, from “ Him that made Heaven,
earth, and sea” (another touch bespeaking the traveller), he will
receive at last not justice only, but mercy.

Jeremy Taylor, a poet who usually wrote in prose, in his heavenly
meditations cherishes the same dreams of oriental glory, more directly
inspired, as was natural to his calling, by the Apocalyptic vision. He
pictures “that bright eternity ”

Where the great King’s transparent throne
Is of an entire jasper stone ;

and where the sky is “of diamonds, rubies, chrysoprase.”

IL.
THE GARDEN OF PARADISE.

Some are dazzled by all this magnificence of jewelled splendour.
Like the poor dying old woman who, to her minister’s kindly
reminder that she would soon be treading the golden streets, replied :
“Eh, sir, if the Lord would only let me go to some quiet green place
in the country; I do be so mortal tired of streets!” so itisas a
garden rather than a city that Heaven presents itself to the ‘imagina-
tions of many. Some wistful notion of the Eden in which man
spent his days of innocence colours their-thoughts of future bliss.
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Beatrice first descends on Dante’s vision from Heaven in a cloud
of flowers, scattered about her on all sides by angelic hands, which
avails to soften the radiance of her beauty to his mortal eyes. And
on the banks of light, which in the likeness of a river flows through
Paradise, the flowers grow thick and fragrant. In Dekker’s Happy
Islands “spring is all the year long tricking up the boughs” and
decking the arbours, so that the very beds and benches whereon the
blest inhabitants repose are violets and musk-roses, *their pillows
are heartsease ; their sheets the silken leaves of willows.”

It is the same with later poets. So Shenstone sings :—

Yet shores there are, bless’d shores for us remain,
And favour’d isles, with golden fruitage crown'd,

Where tufted flowerets paint the verdant plain,
Where every breeze shall med’cine every wound.

And Felicia Hemans sweetly addresses the garden’s queen, on whose
beauty, as an Italian poet she quotes has said, “is alway written this
word—death: "—

Rose ! for the banquet gathered and the bier ;
Rose ! coloured now by human hope or pain ;

Surely where death is not, nor change, nor fear,
Yet may we meet thee, Joy’s own flower, again!

The American Quaker poet, Whittier, indulges a similar fancy :—

Through groves where blighting never fell
The humbler flowers of earth may twine,

And simple draughts from childhood’s well
Blend with the angel-tasted wine.

It is an Arcadian shepherd Paradise, the road to which is by the
milky way, that Andrew Marvell depicts in his exquisite little
pastoral, “ A Dialogue between Thyrsis and Dorinda.” A shepherd
and a shepherdess are discoursing of Elysium. In their fresh young
gaiety and fondness they are in an Elysium of their own; but not
content with that they must needs secure their bliss by making it
immortal. Dorinda asks,

But in Elysium how do they
Pass Eternity away ?
And Thyrsis replies,

O! There’s neither hope nor fear,

There’s no wolf, no fox, no bear ;

No need of dog to fetch our stray,

Our Lightfoot we may give away ;

And there, most sweetly, may thine ear

Feast with the music of the sphere.

] [ ] . ] [ L J (] (]
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The pure reviving winds of the Highlands in summer breathe
through the shepherd’s Heaven :—

That pleasant land is lost in light
To every searching mortal eye ;
So nigh the sun its orbit sails
That on his breast it seems to lie.

And though its light be dazzling bright,
The warmth was gentle, mild, and bland,
Such as on summer days may be
Far up the hills of Scottish land.

To Wordsworth, also, the heavenly landscape is steeped in summer.
In “The Primrose of the Rock,” speaking of the pretty wilding
which, secure in its principle of life, dreads not its annual funeral, he
concludes that we, too,

The reasoning sons of men,
From one oblivious winter call’d

Shall rise, and breathe again ;
And in eternal summer lose

Our threescore years and ten.

It was on “some summer morning ” that Charles Lamb, lover of
summer that he was, looked forward to a meeting with the sprightly
young Quakeress, Hester Savory, on “that unknown and silent
shore ” whither she had gone, lighted onward to the prospect by the
“sweet forewarning ” in her eyes.

In accordance with Indian tradition, the pensive bracing air of
the New England fall permeates the Heaven of Bryant’s “Indian
girl.” There

everlasting autumn lies
On yellow woods and sunny skies,

It was George Eliot, to her correspondent Sara Hennell, who said
that she would be “satisfied to look forward to a Heaven made up of
long autumn afternoon walks.”

In Hogg’s poem, “The Pilgrims of the Sun,” as elsewhere, he
mixes up the material with the spiritual, the seen with the unseen,
life with death, passing, in the fashion peculiar to himself, in and out
through the veil, to Heaven and back to earth again, as if equally
familiar with both worlds. In this respect, more than many a bard
high above him, Hogg resembles the poet of Schiller’s magnificent
ballad, “ The Division of the World,” who having missed his earthly
portion through loitering in the divine courts is given in compensa-
tion the entrée into Heaven at his pleasure.
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welcoming bards, among whom Dante shines supreme. Cowley, in
a half-envious passion on behalf of the poets of earth, bereaved of
Crashaw, consoles himself with the thought that in Heaven he is the
same poet still, only with the angels for auditors and rivals :—

Whilst angels sing to thee their airs divine,

And joy in an applause so great as thine ;

Equal society with them to hold

Thou needst not make new songe, but say the old.

So, too, Mr. Swinburne, in “ Transfiguration,” beholds in vision
the arrival of his blind young poet friend, Philip Bourke Marston,
in Paradise, where—

Already may his kindling eyesight find
Faces of friends—no face than his more fair—
And first among them found of all his kind
Milton, with crowns from Eden on his hair,
And eyes that meet a brother’s now not blind.

Holmes wonders whether King David, even in Heaven, might not
remember his own lovely pastoral lyric, “ The Lord is my Shepherd,”
‘““with a certain twinge of earthly pleasure.” Did the genial Autocrat
recall how Giles Fletcher with a sympathetic poet impulse imagines
the monarch-minstrel devising “ new songs ” as in his celestial throne
“ he sits emparadised ” P—

Now mayst thou pour
That overflowing skill, wherewith of old
Thou wont’st to comb rough speech, now mayst thou shower
Fresh streams of praise upon that holy bower
Which well we Heaven call.

IV.
OF THE BEAUTY AND LOVE IN HEAVEN.

“All earthly beauty is but the shadow cast by heavenly beauty,”
says Joubert. Or, as the old French poet, Joachim du Bellay, puts
it in his sonnet to Heavenly Beauty, as translated by Mr. Andrew
Lang:—

And there in the most highest heavens shalt thou

Behold the Very Beauty, whereof now
Thou worshippest the shadow upon earth,

Beatrice became ever more and more radiantly beautiful as she
ascended with Dante from Heaven to Heaven, from the time she
first unveiled to him her face, which even beneath its veil

in Joveliness appear’d as much
Her former self surpassing, as on earth
All others she surpass’d,
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“a strange kind lady,” looking on her, kissed her, and bade her look
at herself in the crystal floor :—

And bright within the mirror shone

Honoria’s smile, and yet my own !

Mahomet, according to the story, once checked an old woman in
her importunate demands as to her chance of future bliss with the
rebuff that there would be no old women in Paradise—* because,”
he had the grace to add, moved to pity by her lamentations,  they
would all have become young and beautiful.” Petrarch solves the same
problem of transfiguration and yet identity when, of the souls in
Heaven, he says :—

Tanti volti che ’1 Tempo e Morte han guasti
Tomeranno al lor pilt fiorito stato.

Transfigured but not transformed. The old familiar faces at their
loveliest, only idealised to the likeness of Heaven.

Lord Herbert of Cherbury, in his poem * The Idea,” compares
the soul to a statue assuming within its mould of clay the form
ordained for it from the first by Heaven, which form attained, the
outward covering is cast aside, and the spirit, like the statue, shines
forth in its perfection of ideal beauty. And he concludes in lines
addressed to her whose beauty had evidently inspired the poem :—

From whence ascending to the elect and blest
In your true joys you will not find it least
That I in Heaven shall know and love you best.

For it is love that humanises the heavens of most poets, from
Dante downwards :—

And when this life of love shall fail
We'll love again in Heaven.

So Goldsmith rounded off, in its original form, his ballad of the
loves of Edwin and Angelina. Around Rossetti’s * Blessed
Damozel "—
lovers newly met
’Mid deathless love’s acclaims
Spoke evermore among themselves
Their heart-remembered names.

It will be remembered how Browning transcribed in his wife’s
Testament Dante’s unalterable expression of belief that from this life
he would pass to a better, ‘“ where that lady lived of whom his soul
was enamoured,” the aspiration of the passionate Florentine being thus
linked with the memory of the most famous poet-lovers of modem days,

a2
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V.
HRAVENLY GLEANINGS.

Stray gleams and glimpses of Heaven shine through the poets,
like birds of Paradise in their mystical quest, ever since Dante
invited others ‘ with better voice” to follow him heavenward. It
would be difficult to catch them all. Little heavens lie compact in
a few enchanted words that linger in heart and memory. Of such is
Waller's—

for all we know

Of what the bless¢d do above
Is that they sing and that they love.

Sir Walter Scott’s—
For love is Heaven, and Heaven is love.
Dekker's—

In Heaven is no wooing, yet all there are lovely ;
In Heaven are no weddings, yet all there are lovers.

Marvell’s, honouring alike to this world and the next—
If things of sight such heavens be,
What heavens are those we cannot see !
Or, to quote a poet of our own day, Coventry Patmore—
All I am sure of Heaven is this:
Howe’er the mode, I shall not miss
Onc true delight which I have known.
What a whole Heaven is suggested by Quarles’s lines to the
happy saints—
Ah, you whose care-forsaken hearts are crown’d
With your best wishes ; that enjoy the sweet
Of all your hopes !
In Sir John Beaumont’s description of that
eternal house above,
Wall'd and roof’d and paved with love.
In Henry Vaughan’s rapt line—
And Heaven's gate opens when this world’s is shut.

In the very title of Burns’s wistful poem, * To Mary in Heaven ;”
or of Lady Nairne’s, “The Land o’ the Leal,” with its soothing
refrain—

There’s nac sorrow there, John,
There’s neither cauld nor care, John,
The day is aye fair

In the land o’ the leal.
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their force, may we not hope that there will always be poets—those
messengers, as Carlyle considered them, *“sent from the Infinite
unknown with tidings to us "—to gaze through the dim stained glass
of our mortal life into the mysteries of what lies without, and to beguile-
our hearts with rumours of the vision ?

PAULINE W. ROOSE.
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steam followed ; but the needle only shivered, and the valve closed
down again before the pressure had been sufficiently relieved to get
within the range of the gauge.

" The next stoppage was at Wat Talat, a large temple surrounded
by some fine rugged trees, that was then so important a place that
scores of boats, canoes, and sampans crowded about the landing.
The attraction was due to the wonderfully healing properties of a
certain medicine concocted by a priest, who, during a severe illness,
-dreamed of a mixture that would cure him, and its effect was so
great that in gratitude he freely dispensed it to others. It was
mixed in a huge earthen jar, and its great curative powers were
claimed to be efficacious in any disease ranging from fever to
paralysis. The engine-driver got a small bottle of it, and though he
appeared to be in an eminently healthy condition, he drank a little
and then poured some in his eyes, assuring me that it was ¢ good
medicine.” I inwardly prayed that it might save his boiler from
destruction.

On the opposite bank was a shed of Chinese coolies working on
the Bangkok-Khorat Railway. One of these made a lasting impres-
sion on me. His yellow-skinned body was uncovered, saving for a
blue loin-cloth that was hitched up to the hips. A blue dragon was
tattooed on the front of his leg, and a white bracelet encircled his
wrist. His pigtail, as well as a green cloth, was wrapped round his
neck, and for a hat he wore the crown of an old brown slouch from
which the rim had been cut off. Inaddition, he had one of the most
indescribably evil faces I have ever seen. Even the features of
Geronimo, the late chief of the bloodthirsty Apache Indians, were
not stamped with such an expression of concentrated vice.

After about an hour and a half from Ayuthia we reached Bang-pa-
in, the King’s country palace; but only a glimpse of the roofs can be
seen from the channel used by the launches, as the view is blocked
by an island on which are a Buddhist monastery and a temple designed
like a Christian church. I believe this temple enjoys the unique dis.
tinction of being the only building of the sort in the;whole world that is
used for Buddhist worship. The architect is said to have been a Roman
Catholic. At the south end of the island is a lighthouse that shows
a dim red light. The outside is cased in plaster, and as some of it
is badly weather-stained, it presents a very rusty appearance.

One of my neighbours was an interesting creature, and evidently
well pleased with himself. He wore long finger-nails, and, seeing me
look at him, spread out his left hand, evidently for my admiration.
On the fourth finger he wore & large Chinese ring, and all the nails
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centre of the commercial quarter, with its banks, trading and ship-
ping offices. The English and French gunboats were anchored
opposite their respective Legations, and still further down lay num-
bers of large steamers, sailing vessels, and all manner of river craft.
But here our journey ended.

C. DIMOND H. BRAINE.
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OATHS AND THE LAW.

HE law is like a lady. It has, as she has, the right, without

any assignment of reason, or with all sorts and fashions of

‘wholly incompatible and contradictory assignments of reason, to

determine. Those who are put in grievous plight by its determina-

tions and caprices must find for themselves, as poor rebuffed Dr.
Brown was compelled to, such consolation as they can :—

I love thee not, I know not why,
But this I know, I love thee not.

If at times, therefore, we find even perfervid utterances as to that
which is desirable or not, and in the course of a generation or two, or
even of a decade or so, discover that the lovely has become hateful,
the powerful imbecile, and the convenient revolutionary, we must
ascribe it to some change in shape or texture of the magisterial
wig—or to evolution of thought, or communal interests, or to
utilitarianism or higher light, or (to borrow the seventh and final
reason of the drinker for drinking) to  any other reason why.” And
this degree of delicacy is required, not merely because to dispute
with the lawgiver has always proved pitifully perilous, but because
we are assured on the high authority of an esteemed author on
‘“Pleadings ” that the fictions of the law—say the old action of
ejectment—* form part of its simple beauty.” We will endeavour,
therefore, to run into no great vehemency of extremes, and merely
to follow playful Rosalind with her “by my troth, and in good
eamnest, and so God mend me, and all pretty oaths that are not
dangerous.”

It is not, however, our present intention to tell anything of the
history, often curious and of innocent origin, of profane oaths, of
‘“swear oaths”—except so far as to see in what manner they are
forbidden by law ; but we propose rather to devote the bulk of our
space to the judicial oath, and the strange varieties and complexities
under which it has from time to time been administered, or riddance

.-of it has been gotten, Still it is as well to remember that there are
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fanely curse one profane curse ” in given words “twenty several times
repeated,” and it cost him two and a half guineas: two sovereigns
for the curses, at a florin apiece, and twelve and sixpence for the
prosecutor James King. Moreover, the conviction was held good
by Justices Wightman and Blackburn. So again, Sir John Strange
reports a case whence it appears that William Collier came before
the justices and complained that James Sparling, a leather-dresser, of
the parish of St. James, Clerkenwell—a district not altogether free
from the offence to-day—had profanely sworn fifty-four oaths, and
profanely cursed one hundred and sixty curses, conira formam statuts,
and the leather-dresser was adjudged guilty, and to pay twenty-one
pounds eight shillings. We regret, however, to add that this decision
was reversed, though only on the technical ground that the oaths
and curses ought to have been set out; the Lord Chief Justice, Sir
John Pratt, Sir Littleton Powys, Sir Robert Eyre, and Sir John
Fortescue Aland being of opinion that it was not for a witness to
determine what was an oath—*to swear the law,” as it was quaintly
put—since “it is a matter of great dispute amongst the learned what
are oaths and what curses.” And indeed the number of casesin
which a conviction was, on some dry question of form, brought
up to be quashed - e.g. those of Roberts, Popplewell, and Chaveney
—show that informations were pretty freely laid. Nor is process at
the present day altogether unfamiliar. We recall, for instance, a case
of 1884 in which a person luxuriating in the possession of “a semi-
detached villa in the suburbs” was charged with polluting the
moral atmosphere, and he requesting to “be treated like a gentle-
man” his aspirant hopes were realised by imposition of the fine of
highest degree, five shillings. It is hardly necessary to add that
in effect this looseness of tongue is dealt with day by day at our
police courts—though the charge is generally coupled with dis-
order, obscenity of speech, and that most frequent concomitant,
drunkenness.

Now, we have it on the authority of no less a person than—indeed
we should say no less a personage than—Gregory Nazianzen, of the
fourth century, in a spirited poem, that the habit of swearing is
comparable to a stone rolling down a steep with increasing velocity,
till at last it reaches the brow of a precipice, and then with one
bound dashes into the gulf below, and that gulf is perjury. And
indeed there is common to them the essential vice, and yet more
the mental attitude of flippancy—flippancy which the very matter-of-
fact demeanour of a somewhat greasy usher preliminarily thumbing
a distinctly greasy Testament does not tend to diminish, 1%t is wel\,
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and-by, its rottenness standing confessed, it will perish off the human
stage, and this last of the train of the supernatural powers, w/tima
ceelicolim, will be gathered with Astreea into its native skies.”

Nor are we wanting in, at least negatively, happy experience in-
the effects of abolishing what one may term commercial oaths, which
were sprinkled over the land as hotly and freely as though they had
fallen, with the brandishing of an untiring arm, from some monster
pepper-pot, unfailing as the widow’s cruse of oil. For example, in
the year 1831, more than one hundred thousand oaths were taken at
the Board of Customs, very nearly two hundred thousand at the
Board of Excise, and at Chelsea, like the old Roman sacramentum
militare, close upon one third of a million. Can it be with any
seriousness argued that national finance has been injured by the
doing away with this multitudinous swearing? One might as well
revert to the old decisory oath, or the oath of appeal, which fell into
such deserved desuetude that even a quarter of a century ago in
Paris—for the year 1874—there were in 5,584 affairs heard before
thirteen tribunals of first instance, only twenty-five examples of the
former and not one of the latter. Nor is the somewhat various
legislation of our cousins of America wanting in instructiveness. For
instance, that refusal of testimony ought not to result from the:
holding of any religious opinions was long since established by law
in Michigan,! Maine,® Wisconsin,® and Missouri, and in other
States only a belief in a Supreme Being was required—as in Con-
necticut > and New Hampshire —while in New York 7 and (earlier)
in. Missouri ® the condition was belief in a God who punishes
perjury.

It is curious indeed that in our own land the difficulty with
regard to perjury appears at first rather to have been felt in respect
of the juryman. In Fleta we find a very severe punishment laid
down. Not only was the delinquent seized and thrust into gaol, but
his property, both lands and chattels, was forfeited to the king, and
he was branded with perpetual infamy, and thereby disabled from
enjoying the full rights of a citizen or being thereby deemed trust-
worthy. One has indeed to look, for a good time on, to ecclesiastical
precedents to find the sin of false-swearing largely dealt with ; and
there is indeed no statute before the time of Henry VII.,° and then
only upon the rise of that court of much-debated powers, the Star

' 1846, cap. 102, § 96. ? 1847, cap. 34 * Const. Art. § 18.
¢ Stat, Rev. 1845, cap. 186, § ar. 8 Stat. Rev. 1849, tit. i. § 140,
¢ Stat. Rev. 1842, c. 188, § 9. 7 Stat. Rev. vol. ii. p. 505.

4 Stat, Rev, 1835, p. 419 * 3Hy. ViL c. 1,
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THE MANDRAKE.

A FANTASY.

ParT 1.

NDER the gallows-tree he grew,
A thing unnurtured of rain or dew,
Unquicken’d of sun’s desire :
From the drip of the murderer’s corse he sprung,
And the wildfire flicker’d his growth among,
Leaving him wicked, and wild, and wrung
With a fierce, unholy ire.

Secrets came on their silent wings,

And told him tales of terrible things,
Feeding his brain with lore ;

And damned souls, like to jets of flame,

Under the mould to his dwelling came,

Telling of that which has never a name
That the future holds in store.

The beat of feet, on the king’s highway,
Made him a language of yea or nay—
And to hear was, with him, to see
Desperate want with the feet of lead,
Tripping vice that were erelong sped,
Crime that slunk with a stealthy tread,
—Tithes for the triple-tree.

To the steps that wander'd to brighter fates,
Or the firm sure feet that were safe of straits,
He deafen’d his furious ears ;
He cursed in his heart when one did troll
A high, clear song ; or some sinless soul
Hymn’d in joy—but he took true toll
Of ribaldry’s rhymes and jeers.
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No danewort, dodder, or deadly dwale

Bears such berries of blight and bale
As lay on his leaves to sight ;

Eyeable, oval, alluring fruit,

That eaten ever did straight pollute

The mind of man till he sank a brute
In libidinous appetite.

The gossips tell, to this very day,

That lovers, once, that did pass his way,
Pluck’d of the fruit and ate ;

And the maid, unmindful of ring or rite,

Took up the burden of love that night,

With weak, wild will, and dear-bought delight,
Lost to her high estate.

The secret spake at the mandrake’s place,
And the mandrake sneerd in the secret’s face,
For he knew what the end should be—
A babe birth-strangled, a mother slain
In her throes of anguish upon the plain,
And a murderer rotting in rime and rain
In chains on the gallows-tree.

Such were his servers, his state, and dower,
Such his existence from hour to hour
In passion and purpose fell :
Enough for a while of the powers of him,
The unbegotten—the devil’s limb—
His fate was framing, grotesque, and grim,
But that is a tale to tell.

Over the plain, by the cloven hill,

There lived a man who had drunk his fill
Of the chalice of mystic lore ;

With all his knowledge he could not do

The things that his thoughts had thirsted to,

So he said to his sinking soul, “ We two
Have need of a mandrake sore.”

On a Friday, early, was this deed done,
—While yet the morning and moon were one,
And the winds had not vex'd the air—
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With an ivory tool he digg’d the ground,

And westward turning, made circles round

With a sword of sharpness, to all confound
The influent fiend-force there.

‘The Most High Name he spell’d it back,
And took a poG with a coat of black,

And tetherd it by the tail—
Tether'd it on to the mandrake’s growth,
And lured the brute with a savoury broth,
As with pitch in his ears he fared him forth

In dread of the mandrake’s wail.

The beast strain’d forward with tug and toil,

And the mandrake shriek’d when his root left soil,

As a devil in torment might ;
And the dog, distraught, with a shriek replied,
And its heart in agony burst its side,
And it turn’d in its tracks, and dropp’d and died,
And the hair of its hide was white.

But the sage laugh’d low in his forkéd beard,
As he gripp’d the manikin, unafeard,
And hid him beneath his cloak :
And homeward hurrying, rapture-rife,
Said in sport to his aged wife—
“I have bought us a baby to bless our life,”
But she thought it a jibing joke.

“ Nay—for never I mean to mock—

You must make the youngster a smicket smock,
But what do you think of the brat?”

So saying, he haul'd the mandrake out,

And the dame had a fit, and a crying bout,

And pinch’d at the thing, and tweak’d his snout,
And the mandrake mouth’d thereat.

“ A word in your ear, old wife, I pray,”

And she listen’d, and alter'd from grave to gay,
And patted the Earthman then:

Yea, but his wish was aye to be

Under the ground at the gallows-tree,

Leading the life of unholy glee,
Hidden from mortal ken.
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“ Master of mine,” the mandrake said,

“The light of gladness for thee is shed

At board, at bibbing, abroad, or abed,
If thou follow my counsel right.”

¢ Cross the Crow Croft till thou dost come
To thrice three tufts of the Bloody Man's Thumb,
And dig at the midmost root ;
And thou shalt find, in a ram’s skin roll’d,
—Three foot three in the depth of the mold—
A curious coffer of coins of gold,
And a charm against thieves, to boot.”

‘ But, if you will hark to your servant friend,
Keep it a secret until the end,

For dearly do I divine—
The dame, your wife, casts covetous eyes
On the spoil you spend, on the hoard you prize,
Often she murmurs, ¢ An ever he dies,

The tale of the treasure’s mine.’”

So the sage went over the croft to dig,
Sour-suspicious, but likewise big
With the miser’s greed of gain:
But the mandrake whimper'd and whingell'd sore,
Till the dame, dispirited, open’d the door,
And, worrying much at the woe he wore,
Question'd him what was his pain.

“ Alack-a-day-ah ! ” at length, quoth he,

“*Tis hard for the Hob of the house to see
His wonderful works agee ;

Anon to my telling the master went

To dig for treasure, but what content

Have I for guerdon, who know what’s spent
On his doxy over the lea?”

Much mirth the manikin had, to trace
The jaundice evil invade her face,

And the green light gleam in her eyes :
But he spake her softly—¢ Why, what a droll
To have a Jack where he has a Moll,
Lesson for lesson, and lill for loll,”

She syllabled back—* He dies ! ”
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“ A lecher, leaving his lawful mate,

To lift the latch of a loteby’s gate ;

I think the posset will prove thy fate,
Medicined, man, by me.”

He sat for a space, with a face of stone,
In sober'd sorrow, but oath and groan
Were one as he made reply—
‘ Curses carry your soul to hell !
Hearken, you hag, to the truth I tell,
There lives no leman that I love well,
You have listen’d to some one’s lie.”

The dame, confounded, could answer not,

But her shifty eyes sought the earthen pot,
And the sage her glances saw :

Anon he grievously groan'd again,

And braced his girdle with might and main,

To check the course of the poison pain
Climbing within his maw,

By the hair of her head he caught his wife,
As one whittles a whistle he let her life,
And yet did his ire abide ;
He gored her up, and he gored her down,
Thro’ busk and bodice, and gauze and gown,
From knee to middle, and nave to crown,
And over from side to side.

He stagger’d across to the mandrake’s place,
—For Death’s pale pennon did flout his face—
And he spake with breath deep drawn,
“ Wiley-beguiley, thou devil’s dross,
Whose wiles and witchings no words may gloss,
Home thou goest by Weeping Cross,
Have at thee, Satan’s spawn !”

He hiked the urchin from out the pot,
With kerchief tied in a running knot,
Heedless of curse and cry;
And haul'd him over the sanded floor,
And trail’'d and troll'd him throughout the gore,
Till the curséd creature was sick and sore,
With every sense awry.
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He hang’d him over the gallibalk,

—A bruised, and batterd, and bloody stalk—
Speaking his sentence then . . .

¢ In nomine Patris, Fili,

Et Spiritus Sancti, thou shalt die

The death of distress that I doom thee by,
Amen, let it be, amen ! ”

« Blood of the dead, and the dead unborn,
Rot and rive thee, thou wretch forlorn,
And work in thee these, say I—
Blisters and blotches, and boils and blains,
Aches and itches, and penal pains,
Shrinking sinews, and fiery veins,
And fetch up the festering fly.”

“ Dance, little baby, dance up high,

Dance on the gallows, my duck, while I
Warble in merry pin:”

He said, but a-sudden the deadly brew

Boil'd in his vitals—destroy’d him through,

And he fell, with a face of a horrible hue
Set in a ghastly grin. . . .

The embers whiten'd within the grate,
But Luna look’d thro’ the lattice late,
Illuming the room, and there
Was the tortured thing to the swaybar tied,
And a thin red stream of the dame’s life tide
Had trickled across to the sage’s side,
A blood-bond between the pair.

The durgan dangles in doubt and fear,

Hurt and helpless, and dreading to hear
The wings of a wandering fly ;

His mind is madden’d, his members itch,

He feels a tremor, a twinge, a twitch,

A taste of the terrible torments which
Are sure in the by-and-by.

He call'd and cried on the fiends of name—
On Flibbertigibbet and Pudding of Tame,
And then on the Devil grim;
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He calld on the secrets of silent wings,

On the subtile spirits for succourings ;

Heeded him none, for the evil things
Had never a need of him.

Out in the moonlight a ghostly train
Of murder’s myrmidons pass'd the pane,
Tribe of the gallows they:
And, last of the pageant, went one but young,
With a leer in his look, and a lolling tongue,
The one from the drip of whose corse he sprung,
So he knew that himself was fey.

The durgan dangles—a sorry sight,

Helpless, hopeless ; by day or night
Never again to be

On the wayside waste, at his native hold,

In the feculent, fecund, remedial mold

Where the wildfires play'd, and the secrets told
Under the gallows-tree.

G. F. NORTHALL.
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escape. To impute disloyalty to the followers of Charles is exactly
the kind of error that a foreigner, judging by results, would be likely
to make. So impressed is he throughout with the attitude of the
Englishmen towards their King, that his breath is taken away. He
observes that all Englishmen of any position (fout ce ¢w/'il y a
d’honnétes gens) frequent taverns, and he expresses his strong distaste
for this form of occupation. Very sensible are the remarks he makes
or chronicles on things English. In one battle of our Civil War
he took part on the side of the King. In this, whichever it may be,
Charles 1. won such a victory that, if he had marched his army direct
to London, D’Artagnan finds every reason to believe that the city
would have submitted to any terms he chose to impose. Fondreville,
a Norman gentleman whom he accompanied, pointed this out to the
King. Charles, however, D’Artagnan holds, was not only filled with
timidity, but infatuated with the idea that the English must not be
treated like other nations. He listened accordingly to the propo-
sitions with which the Parliament sought to amuse him, and the
opportunity passed.

TREATMENT BY DUMAS OF THE ‘ MEMOIRs.”

‘URNING to the incidents of which Dumas has made most use,
we see that the great romancer has treated very cavalierly the
narrative, such as it is, of Courtilz de Sandras. Dumas presents
D’Artagnan as assisting at the siege of La Rochelle, at a time when
he could not have been five years old. At this period he is supposed
to have been a full-blown Musqueteer, though he did not join the
company until a dozen years later. Of Felton and the Duke of
Buckingham nothing is heard in the “Memoirs;” Buckingham
having been assassinated in 1628, in D’Artagnan’s sixth year, and
Felton executed at the same date. Athos, Porthos, and Aramis are
declared in the “ Memoirs” to have been brothers, and all three
Béarnais. Their /Jiaison with D’Artagnan, and the readiness of the
four to aid each other, are described by Sandras; but none of the
incidents which attended the famous journey to the coast in pursuit of
the missing diamonds of the queen occurred, or were possible. Very
little is heard of Aramis, or, indeed, of Porthos ; and the comic mis-
fortunes of the former are generally narrated of Besmaux, a cadet in
the Guards, mean, cowardly, arrogant, and time-serving, to whom
some prominence is assigned, and who, at least, succeeded in
feathering his nest. He it was who wore a baldric, the front of which
was embroidered in gold, and carried a cloak to hide the ‘Yack,
which was less resplendent. On the other hand, Aramis, called upon
fo act as D’Artagnan’s second in a duel with an Englishman, came,
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¢ Le monde du cceur et le monde des sens—ces deux domaines ot I'amour
habite—restent inaccessibles au législateur. Il s’accomplit 12 des infamies
qu'aucune sanction humaine ne peut atteindre ; il s’y manifeste des héroismes
qu’aucune gloire humaine ne couronne. . . . .

HE lived with an uncle and aunt who kept a second-hand shop

in one of those wide thoroughfares of the East End, where

Mordecai succeeds unto Solomon, and Levi neighbours Mordecai.

She was a little Jewess, a Pole by birth, and had been brought over
to England as a baby.

All she knew of life for the first twelve years was represented to
her by this seemingly endless road, where the booths of fruit and
flower sellers and vendors of winkles line the pavement in serried
ranks, and there is a continuous roar of traffic, a continuous tramp
and shuffle of passing feet almost from dawn to dawn.

She was a slender graceful child, with a small mobile face lit with
enormous dark eyes, eyes at once soft and intensely brilliant, over-
shadowed by masses of curly black hair, and impenetrably furtive as
those of some little wild animal ; and she was full to the brim of the
restless intelligence, the ardent ambition, the dauntless perseverance
of her race. But of these qualities she was but dimly aware herself,
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English gentleman—well born, well grown, well groomed, pleasant to
look at, and pleasant to live with. His charming boyish face was
expressive of an excellent disposition and not too much brains.
Perhaps it was the mere violence of contrast and a complete divorce
of common interests that had first drawn them together.

“ A penny for your thoughts,” he said presently. “1I have been
watching you for the last five minutes and wondering what they can -
be.” .

« ] was recalling the first time I ever ate strawberries like these.”
She paused with one half-way to her lips and looked at it critically.”
“ They were just like these, big and ripe and fresh from the country.
By the way, I never thanked you for sending me them. It was very
good of you; they taste nicer than the ones I buy. I can fancy that
they grew in some quaint old country garden, such as I have never
seen.”

“Ves, it's a dear old garden,” he answered eagerly. “ Not a bit
grand or smart, but awfully jolly. How I should like to take you
there and show it you.”

She frowned slightly as if his speech was unwelcome, and went-
on slowly with' what she had been saying in a tired, sarcastic voice.

‘Yes, I remember them so well, those strawberries. I remember
thinking that I ' had never tasted anything so delicious, and that when
I was grown up to be a great actress—I always meant to be a great
actress, you know, it was part of my programme—I would have
strawberries every day of the year. I didn’t know much about the
fruit seasons in those days, and I thought money could buy every-
thing.”

Her companion glanced at her in surprise and laughed—a plea-
sant, boyish laugh.

“What a funny child you must bave been. I can’t remember
when I ate my first strawberries. I used to rifle the beds at home as
soon as I could run alone.”

Her eyes lit up with a gleam of anger.

“1 dare say. You were born with a silver spoon in your mouth.
You had only to ask to have. I was born in Whitechapel and
reared in Whitechapel. It’s true I haven’t seen it for some years,
and have lost its charming accent ; but I was thirteen when I came
away—old enough to remember the life I led there. Such a life!
Hideous, dull, sordid.” She smiled scornfully, watching the effect
of her words in the changed, startled expression of his face.

“Wouldn't you like to hear some more about my dehghriul.
idyllic childhood? I'm sure you would.”
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Wanda anything for that matter ”—with an ironic intonation, ¢ but
merely Miriam Silberstein. That I am the child of poor Polish Jews
—arenegade faithless Jewess—whom her kith and kin, mere miserable
downtrodden peasants as they are, would spit upon and deny in her
own land, and regard as viler than the vilest Christian outcast? IfI
told you all that, would you still say what you were going to say?”

She sat upright, her hands with their gleaming rings clenched in
the soft down of the cushions, a spot of colour in each cheek, and
her eyes one flame of passion.

“Tt is the truth—the truth—the truth, and you know now what
no other soul in London knows about me. I come from the gutter
and the slums. You come from the other world which I shall always
stand outside. I am only good enough to be your mistress, and I
decline—I decline to be that. Other men may insult me as they
please ; I don’t care, but you—but you »

She stopped short, breathing quickly, and he knelt down beside
her, and took her hand and kissed it, as the devout kiss a holy relic.

“Y was not going to insult you. I was going to ask you to be
my wife,” he said in a whisper. “All that you have told me is
nothing. I would as soon call you Miriam as Wanda. I only care
to know one thing.”

His eyes sought hers and searched them as if he would see into
her very soul, and her lids did not sink; she sustained his gaze
unflinchingly.

“Oh yes, I am what is technically called a ‘good’ woman. Iam
not pure and modest as your women folk are pure and modest, 1
dare say. Why should I be? I know all the evil of the world, all
the coarseness and brutality of men, as I know the tricks of my trade.
I am not a saint, but I am virtuous because vice does not tempt me.
I live by my head, not my heart. I try and forget that I have a sex,
It is only a curse to women such as me.”

“You mean that you don’t care for me?”

He still held her hand, but his voice had changed. Unconsciously
it betrayed his hurt pride and humiliation. He had done her a
great honour. He had meant to. But she hardly seemed aware
of it.

« ] don’t know,” she said slowly, “whether I do or not.”

But she put her other hand round his neck, and leaning forward
touched his broad smooth forehead with her lips just where the crisp
fair curls ceased growing. Then she pushed him away.

“You know I told you you would have to go away directly after
dinner,” she said quite in her usual voice. “1It's nearly ten now, and
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OF BIRDS’ SONGS.

OMMON as birds are, their music ever in our ears, there is
yet a haziness in the minds of many even musical people
on the subject of their songs. No two songs, for example, can be
less alike than those of the blackbird and thrush, and they sing
all through the spring days (one of them sings through many a
winter day too); they may be heard in towns, they may be heard
even in London; but I doubt if nineteen out of twenty of the
many who listen to them with pleasure know one song from the
other. And even those who have knowledge of out-of-door things,
and who write lovingly and intelligently of them, seem to have
been bewildered when they touched upon birds’ voices. In Charles
Kingsley’s justly popular “Prose Idylls” is a paper entitled “ A
Charm of Birds,” and I know nothing more happy than most of
his descriptions of birds’ songs. But one of these is at least mis-
leading—his words, I mean, upon the willow-wren and garden-
warbler, “so alike in voice that it is often difficult to distinguish
them unless we attend carefully to the expression.” And then
follow words which make me think the name of willow-wren has
been transposed for garden-warbler, and garden-warbler for willow-
wren, or that the writer was not sure of his bird. “For the garden-
warbler,” he says, “beginning with high and loud notes, runs down
in cadence, lower and softer, till joy seems conquered by very
weariness ; while the willow-wren, with a sudden outbreak of
cheerfulness, though not quite sure . . . that he is not doing a
silly thing, struggles on to the end of his story with a hesitating
hilarity in feeble imitation of the blackcap’s bacchanalian dactyls.”
Now, unless we transpose the names, this description is really
misleading,

And yet, when we come to consider our English song-birds,
their number is not so bewilderingly large as to make the accurate
knowledge of their music any very great task.  Of the six hundred and
odd birds which are included in Dresser’s “List of European Birds,”
some 376 species are on the list of British birds, and these axe
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a drooping movement of one wing, and opening and shutting their
white eyelids perpetually—a habit which I have not seen noticed by
any writer. The sweet wren-like song of winter and early spring
perhaps owes some of its charm to the music of the brook which
accompanies it; that louder music frequently drowns the bird’s
voice, and makes it difficult to catch each note, but to those who
haunt brook-sides, and know the bird by its characteristic plumage,
the song, too, soon becomes familiar. In May a monotonous cAack,
chack, is all we hear of its voice ; but if I were to stay to chronicle
the call notes and the notes of alarm or of pleasure which May
meetings with the birds reveal to us, this little monograph would
quickly become a volume.

The brook reminds me (though now I am leaving scientific
classification and making a great leap onward) that no kingfishers
add their flash of blue and green glories to the beauties of these little
streams; and to hear a sedge-warbler we must descend to the valley five
bundred feet below this table-land, where there are those reed and
willow beds which are necessary to its happiness. There any May
afternoon we may hear the hurried grotesque chatter, and see the
little brown bird with that unmistakable warbler stripe over its eye,
flitting or climbing restlessly among the willow herb and bushes
which follow the course of the stream. The creature is not shy, and
we shall have time to notice that although it keeps among lowly
things, reeds and rushes and underwood, there is yet a curious
similarity of manner between it and the willow and wood warblers
and the chiffchaff, birds which love the height and spaciousness of
great trees. But no one can ever mistake its voice for that of any
other bird ; none so hurries and precipitates, or blends so strangely
and deftly the notes of other birds with its own.

Before I leave the brookside I must say a word about my friends
the sandpipers. They are a migratory race, and may be seen on
many little streams in early and late spring, but it is only in the
wilder districts that they make their nests as they do in this Arcadia.
They are noticeable birds, and their flight is a remarkable one,
a contrast to the straight, heavy flight of the water-ouzel, whose
neighbours they are. It is sinuous as the course of the stream they
frequent, and at first sight one might take them for swallows grown
to an abnormal size. But their colouring corresponds to that of the
waterbrooks—it is grey as the boulders on which they stand, white
as the foam around those boulders. Their song, uttered on the
wing, consists of hardly more than three notes ; and of them, too, as
of the water-ouzel, we may say that to recognise that song we must
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warmth and sunshine and green trees. The greenfinch’s song is
quite unique—a long trill softly uttered, and a few warbled notes, are
all its music, but they are unlike those of any other bird. They
belong essentially to summer, as the chaffinch seems to belong to
spring, and the charm of the performance, as Mr. Hudson says, is its
“airy, subdued character, as of wind-touched leaves that flutter
musically.” It is a bird of shrubberies and orchards, and revels in
warmth and sunshine. All our recollections of it are connected with
June and greenness : “a brother of the dancing leaves” the bird
seemed to Wordsworth as he watched its careless happiness among
his orchard trees. The bullfinch is better known by its sad sweet
call-note than by its feeble song, which is difficult to hear, and
indeed can only be heard when we are near enough to the bird to
distinguish it by its handsome plumage as well as by its soft sweet
song.

The buntings may also be dismissed with few words. The comn-
bunting’s queer song of few notes, uttered, as Mr. Seebohm says, as if
with closed beak, is quite unmistakable, and so is the *depressed
lumpy ” form of the singer sitting on a telegraph wire or a hedgerow
bush that overtops the lower hedge, and uttering its monotonous few
notes hour after hour. More varied is the yellowhammer’s song,
and this, like the greenfinch’s, is redolent of hot summer noons. It
consists of six or eight descending notes, uttered rather hurriedly, and
ending on a long note, or sometimes two long notes, which are
generally lower in pitch than the preceding ones. It is a song which
varies in different districts, and sometimes the last notes ascend
instead of descending; and at times one or both of the long notes
are omitted. It, like the brown bunting and whitethroat, is a road-
side bird which seems to travel with us as we traverse our most
frequented roads, and because its song is so familiar it is easy to
note the variations. And it is one of the few songs which are easy
to imitate by whistling, and which remain in our recollections as
does some familiar air in music.

Need I say a word about the skylark and its wholly joyous song?
It inspired one of Jeremy Taylor’s most beautiful and best known
passages—the lark rising from his bed of grass and soaring upwards
singing as he rises, and hoping to get to heaven and climb above the
clouds ; singing *“as if it had learnt music from an angel as he
passed sometimes through the air about his ministering here below.”
And it inspired too one of the finest odes in the English language,
Shelley’s finest work, his “supreme ode.” But, as may be sald ot
another ode, it is “not in tune with the bird’s song, and the feding
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children of the Welsh border give to it, and some of its notes are
indeed very human. The stockdove’s song is only a monotonous
low cooing sound—dear to us for Wordsworth’s poem; but the
turtle-dove, a by no means uncommon bird in Herefordshire,
has a very sweet, sad, cooing note of more delicate quality than that
of the stockdove. And another bird with a very musical note, but
no song, is the brown owl, which may be heard incessantly in the
dusk of the March evenings, but which, as far as my experience
goes, ceases to be heard in May. This merry note, as Shakspere
calls it, is a long-drawn-out £oo-%00,and can be imitated very success-
fully on a sweet-toned occherina. The cry of the white or barn owl,
though wild and therefore pleasant, is by no means of a musical
quality. And while recollecting the birds of this unique district, I
must not forget the strange note of the little quail, which may be
heard from the grass fields of the valley below our more hilly land,
throughout the long nights of June. It resembles the syllables
put-putput, or the sound of water dropping slowly into a bucket ;
and musical as the sound is, it has to us the added charm of being
but rarely heard in Western England.

Much more remains to be said indeed of those bird-notes which,
although not of the nature of songs, are yet so pleasant to the ear:
the crow of the pheasant, the startled whir-r-r of the partridge, the
curlew’s wild whistle, “the tufted plover ” piping “along the fallow
lea,” the fern owl’s marvellous jarring note, the liquid bubbling cry
of the wryneck, “ sudden scritches of the jay,” dear to us still in spite
of the keeper—these and many other sounds are as musical to some
of us as are the songs of more highly gifted birds.

“Little brothers and sisters” said St. Francis lovingly to the
winged chatterers who thronged around him; and as we wander
through fields and lanes we too may well wish that we could learn
the secret of that attractiveness which drew to him those joyous
little spirits of the air, whose music makes this earth “an unsubstan-
tal faery place.”

C. TROLLOPE.
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brisk competition between Mr. Quarniteh, “the Napoleon of book-
sellers,” 25 he has been called, and Mr. Sotheran, was secured by
the former for some £2,950. Noarly all the sold copies have pansed
twoagh Mr. Quaritchs hands, and he has at this moment two, one
of which is priced at £5,000. Thus untll sold the custody of
these precious volumes entails & yoarly loss of some £ 400, which
mast be added to the price.

The history of this first printed book is of course bound up with
the history of its printer, John Gutenberg, whose name, by the way,
was the unromantic one of Gensfleisch, or Gooseflesh, his mother's
mame being Gutenberg, or Bonxe Montis—that i, * Goodhill,” ot
Beaumont with us. He was born about the beginning of the
century at Mayence, at No. 23 Emmeraus Strasse, where a vafd
now stands in the place of the old house. 1His memory {s pre-
served by no fewer than three public statues, one at Mayence by
the great Danish sculptor Thorwaldsen, In the middle of the
Gutenberg Place ; another at Strassburg, by David D'Angers, alwo a
d:sungmshed sculptor ; and one at Frankfort, which ix part of an
imposing group by Muller. ‘This is a great homage to a printer,
Gutenberg was of a litigious if not querulous nature, and was ever
“in hot water ” with someone or other. He wan driven from his
native place by his turbulence, and went to Stranshurg, where he
made his earliest discoverics. ‘T'he papers of a lawsuit which he had
with one Dritzehen, Riffe, and others, show that he was engaged to
teach these people some other arts, on the condition of thelt putting
in money or taking shares. Mention Is made of ' formes,” and of
portions of what seems like a press, the mechanismn of which he
wished to have concealed. An action for breach of promive was
also brought by one Emblin zu den ‘Thiire, which further shows
his quarrelsome nature. He was allowed to return to Mentz about
1440, when he began his experiments.

There is an accepted conventional likeness of Cutenbetg, which
serves very well, so as to be recognisable, but thete In nothing
authentic. We can, however, get as far back as the year 1640, whett
Malinkrot furnishes & portrait ; and in a work by Roth-Scholtz, o
collection of typographical portraits, we find a likeness of Gutenberg,
which suggests that of Malinkrot. It is a grave face with full tuft
of beard and moustaches.

One cannot but feel an interest in the house or printing office in
which the first of all the books saw the light. 1t still stands in the
Franciscan Street at Mentz, and originally belonged to & family of
the Jungen. It bas since always been known as Zum [ungin, o
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to settle is, With what sort of letters was it printed? Were they of
wood, or cut out of metal, or cast in lead? It is admitted that
Schaeffer did not discover the fashion of casting from moulds until
afier the book had appeared, and it is nearly certain that letters of hard
metal carved with a tool were used. Had they a stock of, say,
12,000 of these, they could start the work, print a sheet of four pages,
then “distribute” and begin afresh. But then we are met with the
fresh difficulty that to *cut” 12,000 letters would take an enormous
time. At the rate of half a dozen a day, not 2,000 in the year would
be produced—and to produce the 12,000 characters would require
some six years. One would be inclined to think either that they
managed to do with less type in hand or distributed after printing
#wo pages instead of four. The letters seem to have a hard, sharp
look, as if printed from bronze, and different from the softened tone
resulting from lead type.

The testimony of the old “Cologne Chronicle ” has always been
the sheet-anchor of the Coster or Dutch claimants. This was pub-
lished by one Koetkoff in 1499, within forty or fifty years of the time.

Under date of 1450 we find written: “ This high and worthy
art was invented first of all in Mentz in Germany, and the first
discoverer was a burgher of that city who was born at Strassburg” (or
came from Strassburg), “and was called Joncke Johan Gutenburch.
And it is a great honour to the German nation that such ingenious
men are found among them; and it took place about the year of our
Lord 1440 ; and from this time until the year 1450 the art and what
is connected with it was being investigated ; and in the year of our
Lord 1450 it was a golden year (or jubilee), and they began to print,
and the first book they printed was the Bible in Latin. It was printed
in a large letter, resembling the letter in which all present missals are
printed. Although the art was discovered in Mentz in the manner
as it is now generally used, yet the first prefiguration was found in
Holland, in the Donatuses which were printed there before that
time. And from these Donatuses the beginning of the art was
taken. And it is more masterly and subtle than the ancient manner
was, and by far more ingenious. . . . The first inventor of printing
was a citizen of Mentz, and was born at Strassburg, and called John
Gutenburch. . . . There are foolish persons who assert that printing
had been practised before Gutenberg ; but that is not true, and no
specimens are extant in any country. The beginning and progress
of the aforesaid art was told me by word of mouth by the worthy
Master Ulrich Zell of Hanau, printer, at Cologne, in the great year
1 499'”
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to Heaven.,” What was the secret of this marvellous success all at
once it is hard to say, but the course of printing displays many such
miracles. It is noteworthy that the Bible, as it is the most universally
read, should have been the first of all the books. By an odd
coincidence, the writer of these lines was giving a lecture, the very
night of the sale of this Bible, before the Historical Research Society,
and almost came from the anction room to tell the tale of the First
book. The bibliographers cannot quite agree as to what should be
the correct number of pagesin the volumes. Panzer counts 321 and
316 invols. i. and ii, Van Praet 312 in volL ii. In the Viennma
National Library, and also at Munich, are copies which have four
folios at the beginning containing a summary of all the chapters.
These are wanting in other copies. There is 2 good deal of caprice
about the lines in each page. We also hear of the “ 42-line Bible,”
and later of the 36-line Bible. In the first nine pages we find forty
lines in each page, in the tenth forty-one, and in each of the rest fosty-
two lines per page. There are two columns in each page ; there are
641 leaves in the book, which makes 1,282 pages in all—a stupendous
business. This change of the number of lines from forty-two to forty
and forty-one lines is accounted for by the fact that the type was
recast with the same “face,” though the “body ” was made smaller,
so that more letters could be accommodated in the page. Thus
forty-two lines were fitted in the space which had before held only
forty or forty-one.

The type is of the “missal ” kind—that is, tall, narrow, German
text letters, put very closely together, to be contrasted with the coarse
and burly * Gothic” letter later in fashion. This German or Gothic
letter was in vogue for some twenty years, and was naturally adopted
in imitation of the common manuscript letter. With it were also
adopted the confusing * contractions” of handwriting—the stroke
over the consonant to signify a vowel, &c. It was not until 1468 or
1469 that the Venetian printers introduced the elegant Roman letter
now universal, which they saw on the inscribed tablets and Roman
arches about them. The ink is of arich lustrous ebony tint. There
is also red ink used, which involved two printings—always a nice
matter in such operations.

It is to be noted that a portion of the work was deliberately left
to be completed by hand and filled up in manuscript. We can
understand the reason for leaving spaces for the capitals; but the
head-lines, titles of chapters, and * explicits ” at end of each division
are all written in. It might seem just as easy to put these in print.
Printers declare that nothing can surpass the exactness of \he
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number. You might have scores of A’s and B’s as fast as the
melted lead would run into the mould, while to cut one single letter
became a long and laborious operation. Very lately some American
inventors have contrived what they call a logotype machine. The
principle is that distribution being slow and costly, it would be cheaper
to melt down the letters, and by one act recast them anew and put
them in their places. This is actually done. The question, there-
fore, may be fairly discussed whether a really important share of
the credit of the discovery should not be allotted to the ingenious
Schaeffer, who, beyond question, brought the invention *into cir-
culation,” as it were. And this suggestion goes far to explain the
constaht claims the Schaeffers put forward during generations to
the credit of having discovered the most important part of the
process.

Some of the more important copies which have appeared for sale
of late years are the Perkins (1875), on vellum, which brought
A£3400; that on paper, £2,690. The Syston Park copy, belonging
to Sir John Thorold, was sold in 1884 for /43,900, and resold at
the Makellar sale, 1898, for £2,950. Lord Crawford’s copy, in 1887,
brought £2,650; and Lord Hopetoun’s, in 1889, 42,000, In
1897-8 Mr. Quaritch was offering the “Perkins” for sale—a
well-known copy which passed, at the sale of 1873, to Lord
Ashburnham for £ 3,400, and was now or lately tendered for £5,000.
(The difference in price would not pay for the accrued interest.)
Apart from its typographical merits, this is richly set off and adorned
by 123 richly coloured miniature initials and decorative borderings,
with birds, flowers, fruits, monkeys, grotesques, &c. It has an early
binding (¢irca 1500) of thick wooden boards (rea/ board), covered with
stamped leather, having metal bosses—* bullet defying,” Dibdin says—
put on by the original binder. It is surprising what beautiful artistic
effects were produced by this mixture of type and pictures. The
blank compartment, where the initial was to be put, seemed to be a
challenge to the artist ; the black rows of type seemed a foil to the
rest ; and he filled the spaces with some elegant little pictures of
extraordinary effect, considering their size. With the borders, &c., he
“let himself go,” dashing down the margins with flourishings, often
straying in on the type itself. The letter was often in gold burnished,
as in the Venetian “Pliny.” This gold is as bright, fresh, and dazz-
ling as it was four hundred years ago. It reads, * ater Ambrosius,”
of course, for “Pater Ambrosius,” space being left for a capital
“P,” which was to be put in by the scribe or miniaturist, whose
profession was not extinguished by the invention. This was paxt ot
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“ came out "—that Gutenberg shochd Smnsd 1 aovoe=: of 1 may-
ments and receipts for their joint mreresss, ad thar furcher sums
owing must be repaid with interest It proved that there was a
large balance against him, to meet which his stock—types, presses,
&c.—were taken possession of by Fust, and Gutenberg was ejected
from his Franciscan Street office.

Gutenberg’s record of work is not a long one, consisting of the
first Bible, the “ Catholicon * aforesaid, and some three tracts, one of
which, “ Mathseus de Cracovia,” was lately in Mr. Quaritch’s hands.
It is a small quarto tract of some 40 pp, and closes in a devotional
way, praying “ that there may be no evil or scandalous habit for ever
and ever. Amen” The last words are a descriptive trestise of
“ Reason and Conscience,” “ on the taking of the healthful food of
the Body of our Lord Jhesu Christi. Finit® Again the same self-
denying modesty. The text is in dialogue form, between Reason
and Conscience. But spaces are left at the beginning of each speech
for the names “ Reason,” &c., which are filled in with pen and ink.
The identical type of the “ Catholicon ” is used, and the handwriting
is the same as is in that work. And thus the book is brought into
connection with the printer.  This “ Catholicon ” suggests yetanother
problem, which I have not seen touched upon. Gutenberg having
lost all his stock of types, where did he get his new stock for this
bulky book ; and how was it fashioned? He could not have pro-
duced it by his old method of “cutting out” or * punching "—he
had no money ; nor was he likely to' have helped himself to Schaeffer’s
new device of lead castings. The latter would assuredly have
secured himself by a * privilege” or patent. This seems a little
perplexing.

What time Gutenberg closed his agitated and disappointing life
is not certain. It is known that he enjoyed the patronage of the
Prince-Bishop, and received from him some honour and emolument.
Dr. Humery, Syndic of Mentz at the time, on February 24, 1468,
gave a receipt to the Archbishop for various * formes” of types and
other materials that had been the property of Gutenberg; which
furnishes fair proof that he had died a little before.

The new firm of Fust & Schaeffer was *pushful,” and the
partners found their way to Paris, bringing with them a stock of their
second Bible of 1462, the first with a date, which they offered for forty
crowns a copy. One of the legends is that they tried to pass them
as manuscript ; but a glance at the Colophon completely disproves
this, as it states that the work was not * done by either pen, reed, or
stylus, but with metal letters.” Some years before this Vit Ring
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whose grandsire was thc first who discovered or invented the art of
printing.”

We find, however, with an odd caprice, one of the Schaeffers,
in 1505, in his “Livy,” actually giving Gutenberg his full share of
credit, and speaking of “the wondrous typographical art discovered
by the gifted John Gutenberg, and later improved and brought into
practical form for those coming after by John Fust and Peter
Schaeffer.”

These measured words seem to allot to each partner his
proper share in the invention: to Gutenberg the idea, to Fust the
cost and labour, to Schaeffer the study and development. It may
seem inconsistent with the ignoring, in the same year, of Gutenberg’s
claim. But it may be that this very declaration had brought out
corrections from survivors, who might have suggested that they were
giving too much credit to Gutenberg. At all events, it will be seen
that they allow him no more than the bare *invention,” while they
take to themselves all the glory of the labour, cost, investigation,
study, and elaboration which was brought to the affair.

Schaeffer obtained from the Emperor Maximilian a sort of
“ privilege ” for publishing this edition of * Livy,” a handsome illus-
trated book, and in the privilege the Emperor is made to say that “ he
has learned and been advised, on the faith of worthy testimonies,”
that the invention was made by his (Schaeffer’s) grandfather.

Gutenberg, it is plain, was a very devout man, and was certainly
chastened by his many trials. In his few works we find the Colophon,
which in its tone offers a wonderful contrast to the exulting
and self-laudatory tone of Fust and Schaeffer. When he issued his
¢ Catholicon,” a bulky work of over seven hundred pages, which will
not compare with the magnificent Psalter of his rivals, he added
this modest epigraph :

“Under the guardianship of the Most High, at whose nod
infants’ tongues become eloquent, and who reveals to the humble
what He hides from the wise, this noble book, after some 1,460
years of our Lord’s incarnation, and in the city of Mentz of the
glorious German people, a city which the bounty of God has
deigned to make famous and set above all other nations of the
earth, has been printed and completed, not by reed, pen, or quill,
but with wondrous harmony of ‘forms’ and patterns. Hence to
Thee, O Holy Father, and to the Trinity be all praise, also to the
Blessed Mary. Deo gracias.”

It will be noted that he suppresses his own name, probably
because he is addressing a solemn prayer to the Almighty.
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Schaeffer and his partner really “ swagger” a good deal, and merely
take note of its being a saint’s day or festival of the Blessed Virgin
Mary.

Such is a full and faithful history of the first printed book, and
of how and by whom it was fashioned. It will be read with the
more interest, as they are now preparing in Germany to celebrate the
five hundredth anniversary of the birth of the great inventor of

printing, JOHN GUTENBERG.
PERCY FITZGERALD.



A DAY WITH THE DERVISHES.

“I HAVE a favour to ask of your Highness.”

The person thus addressed is a moon-faced Persian in white
turban and cinnamon-coloured robes, reclining on a divan, fingering
a string of amber beads. Both his dress and his manners denote
that he is a person of importance. Such, indeed, is the case. Haji
Sheykh Ali (so we will call him) is a prince, being a cousin—Allah
only knows how many times removed—of the Cynosure of the
Universe, Nasr-ed-din Shah. He is, moreover, a very learned man,
a great Arabic scholar. When he holds forth from the mimbdr of
the little Persian mosque, of which he is the chief /mdm, the congre-
gation, listening with wrapt attention, pronounces his discourse to be
as sweet as sugar. In his double quality of prince and priest (it is
only in theory that Islim has not a priesthood) Haji Sheykh Ali
accepts as his due the adulation of the small Persian community in
Stamboul. This great personage lives in a red wooden house of the
dimensions of a doll’s, not far from the big bazaar. Every time one
goes in or out of that diminutive abode one thinks of Alice in
Wonderland, for the problem of how to get in and, once in, how to
get out, seems to require some magic medium for its solution. Despite
his vanity, Haji Sheykh Ali is what schoolboys and middies call
“not half a bad sort.” In answer to my request he smiles graciously,
and, taking a pinch of snuff so as to display a very fine diamond ring
on his little finger, begs to know in what way he can oblige me.

“ My friend Mahmoud Bey tells me that you and he have been
planning a visit to some of the Zkkiés of the Turkish dervishes.
Like most people, I have seen the Mevlevi (Turning) and Rufa'ee
(Howling) Dervishes, but should be glad to see the ceremonies of
some of the other orders. Would you allow me to be of your party?”

“J don’t think there can be any difficulty about that,” says the
Prince, turning to his companion, a rather sour-faced Persian, whose
green turban denotes that he is a Seyyid.

The Seyyid bows and murmurs assent.  Probably in his heart of
hearts he detests me as an unclean creature, but he is a sycophant of
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that we will remain. So we sit and indulge in more sweet tea arnd
more talk.

It was past one when at last the great man decided to start.
Not for the dervishes, however, as we soon discovered. “It was
still a great deal too early for them,” the Prince declared. Besides,
he had an invalid Persian to visit in the neighbourhood of their
tekkié.

Very curious and interesting that visit was. The sick man, wko
had been suffering from partial paralysis for four months, lay on the
divan covered up with innumerable wadded quilts, from which
peeped a strange, gaunt face, looking as if it had been hewn out of
wood, with a rough beard dyed bright red with henna, and an
embroidered skull cap of many gay colours. Mean and tumble-
down as was the house, everything was scrupulously clean and neat,
the occupant hailing from Tabriz, in Azarbaidjén, the inhabitants of
which province are noted among Persians for their cleanliness and
their scrupulous observance of all religious formulas—somewhat, in
fact, like the Catalans in Spain.

A ragged Persian lad brought up a tray with large glasses of
very sweet pink sherbet, which we poor starving mortals had to gulp
down, not sip, for there at our elbow stood the boy, tray in hand,
waiting to take back the glass.. “Persicos odi, puer, apparatus.”
The luxury of the East, which reads so pleasantly in books, is some-
times in the reality a poor substitute for the prosaic comfort of the
West.

The Prince speaks to the sick man of approaching spring, of a
speedy recovery. The glimpse which we catch through the window
of the sea of Marmora under a snow-laden sky, the sunken eyes and
haggard cheeks of the sufferer, belie his words. When we at last rise
to go, the Prince, standing by the side of the sick man, takes one of
his hands between his own two, and recites some swrafs from the
Kurdn.

At last we are really on our way to the tekkié of the dervishes.
We wade up a few small watercourses, representing streets, and
find ourselves opposite a large lath-and-plaster house. Somebody
looking down from one of the many windows taps on the pane as we
cross the street. The Prince looks up, makes a slight salaam. The
face disappears. We pass through a large doorway closed by a little
iron gate, and that stands ajar, across a courtyard with shrubs, up
some steps, and so into a vestibule, where a servant takes our
goloshes, umbrellas, etc.

On the last of a flight of wooden steps stands, waiting to receve
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Persians are said to be utterly callous to human suffering, but
Mahmoud Bey was so much upset that he got up and went out of
the room. The Prince, too, was visibly affected. To me the per-
formance appeared a mere piece of vulgar trickery. By practice a
man might easily learn to retain a small piece of hot charcoal between
his teeth in such a manner that it should not scorch his flesh.

When the Arab had crunched some five or six pieces we begged
him to stop. He rose and seated himself on the divan, remarking
that there was no reason for any anxiety, that the operation was
quite a simple one, and could be learnt in a few weeks by any novice.
Despite his placidity, I suspected that his tongue and lips were burnt,
I was therefore surprised to see him swallow a few minutes afterwards
a cup of hot coffee and smoke a cigarette, apparently without any
inconvenience.

It was getting late. We took our leave, thanking our host for
the afternoon’s entertainment, and begging to be allowed to return.

“ Well, Bey,” 1 asked, a little maliciously, of my friend, as we
walked home together, *“ what do you think of Islim as practised in
Stamboul ? ”

“Ah, you Westerns !” he exclaimed, “will you ever understand
Islim? Surely y>u do not imagine that the ceremony which we have
just witnessed forms any integral part of our faith? Who knows but
what we have been assisting at a reminiscence of Zoroastrian rites
for nearly all the Turkish order of dervishes are of Persian origin—
or the survival of the dances of the Corybantes on the slopes of Ida?
There are many things in Islim which are not of it.”

GEORGE GRAHAME
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province of the two Galilees was assigned to Josephus. His family
held a high place among the priestly order, and, on his mother’s side,
who belonged to the Asmonacan family, he could claim royal descent.
On entering Galilee, his first aim seems to have been to win the
goodwill of the people, and, with a view to strengthen his position,
he chose seventy of the principal men and appointed them as rulers
over the people. He then set to work to put the province in a state
of defence, feeling sure that the first assault of the Romans would be
upon Galilee. Accordingly, he added to the defences of the towns,
and surrounded them with walls. This work was carried out under
his personal supervision. The same earnestness was shown in his other
preparations. An army of more than a hundred thousand young
men was enrolled, and was formed as far as possible on the model of
the Roman army. Josephus evidently thought that the secret of
Roman discipline lay in the large number of their officers, and he
therefore took care to appoint a great many subalterns.

These preparations promised well for offering a stout resistance
to the enemy. But the strength of the Jews was impaired by their
own divisions. There were rival leaders, who sought to undermine
the position of Josephus, and, eventually, to dispossess him. The
plots were carried so far, that at times his life was even in danger.
Towns revolted from his authority, and set up independent leaders.
It taxed his patience and ingenuity to the utmost to make head
against these dangers and to reduce the turbulent cities to subjection.
Tiberias revolted more than once. On one of these occasions,
Josephus employed a method for subduing it, which shows him to
have been a master of stratagems. He was then at Tariche, and
his soldiers were scattered abroad gathering corn in the neighbouring
country. Delay was dangerous, especially as the following day was
the Sabbath, on which only defensive operations would be lawful.
Being close to the lake he gave orders to collect all the available
vessels, which were found to number 230. Having placed four men
on each vessel, he at once sailed with this fleet to Tiberias. All the
vessels, except his own which carried seven unarmed men besides
himself, were ordered to keep at a distance from the shore, so that
the smallness of their crews should not be observed.

The inhabitants of Tiberias were completely deceived by the
stratagem, and, believing the ships to be full of men, threw down
their arms, and begged that their city might be spared. They were
not allowed to go unpunished. The senate, numbering 600 persons,
and 2,000 of the inhabitants, were carried away in ships to Tarichez.
Treatment of 2 more severe kind was reserved for Clitus, the annor
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The rites began by spilling some of the caudle on the ground
as a libation. Then everyone took an oatmeal cake, on which were
raised nine square knobs, each dedicated to some being who was
supposed to preserve their flocks and herds, or to some predatary
animal or bird which destroyed them, and, turning his face to the
fire, broke off a knob from the cake and threw it over his shoulder,
exclaiming : * This I give to thee, preserve thou my horses; this I
give to thee, preserve thou my sheep; this I give to thee, O fox;
this to thee, O hooded crow; this to thee, O eagle, spare my
lambs !” The party then dined off the caudle, and whatever
was left was hidden by two persons appointed for the purpose,
and they all met again at the same spot on the following Sunday and
finished the remains of the feast. (“Tour in Scotland,” 1769,
4th edition, p. 110.)

Confirmatory evidence to the same effect is contained in the
“Statistical Account,”under the head of the parish of Logierait, Perth-
shire. We read that the festival of Beltane was kept at that place on
May 1, Old Style, by the cowherds, who assembled by scores in the
fields, and dressed a meal consisting of boiled milk, eggs, and cakes,
the surface of the latter being covered with small lumps in the form
of nipples (Vol. V., p. 84) ; and a paper on * Elgin and the Shire of
Moray,” written by Mr. Shaw, the minister of Elgin, and printed in
the second appendix to Pennant’s * Tour,” 176g, relates that on the
same day the herdsmen of several farms collected dry wood, set fire
to it, and danced three times southways around the pile.

The fact that the custom chiefly prevailed amongst cowherds and
shepherds indicates that it had originated amongst a pastoral people.
There was apparently great virtue latent in the number nine, or
three times three. Near the Perthshire village of Tullie-beltane, on
the borders of the Highlands, was a circle of eight standing stones,
where it was believed that the May fire had been kindled in ancient
times, and at some distance from it was a second, but smaller, circle
of stones, and a well, which was held in great veneration. On
Beltane morning, the people repaired to this well, drank its waters,
walked round it in procession nine times, and afterwards marched
round the adjacent stone circle in like manner. So deeply rooted
was the superstition that many who reckoned themselves good
Christians never neglected the rites, even when Beltane fell on the
Sabbath (Jamieson’s “Scottish Dictionary ”). We may compare
with this the custom which prevailed among the Scots of making a
procession around the church ¢ sunways ” at baptisms and marriages
(Pennant’s “ Tour,” 1769, Appendix 2), and of walking thrice sune
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stock, and crop. Martin heard of one solitary instance of the custom
having been observed within the previous forty years. In that case,
an inhabitant of Shadir, MacCullum by name, had adopted this
somewhat risky mode of insurance against fire and other accidents,
and that very night his home, cattle, and corn were all burnt !  Fire
was also borne deises/, night and morning, around women until they
were churched, and around children until they were baptized
(“ Western Isles,” 2nd Edit., 1716).

Dr. Moresin had actually seen the Scotch take a newly baptized
infant, on its return from church, and gently vibrate it over a flamc
while they thrice repeated the formula: “Let the flame consume
thee now or never (“ Papatus,” 1594, p. 72). And it was usual
at Logierait, in Perthshire, when a child was privately baptized, to
spread a cloth over a basket, to place the child, together with some
bread and cheese, upon it, and then to make the whole revolve
thrice around the iron *“ crook ” or pot-hook, which hung from the
roof over the fire (‘“Statistical Account,” Vol. V., p. 83). A
bonfire was kindled on Midsummer eve at several places in the
neighbourhood of Monquhitter, Aberdeenshire (* Statistical Ac-
count,” Vol. XXI., p. 145), while Dr. Moresin adds that on St. Peter’s
eve the Scotch used to run about the mountains and higher grounds
with torches (* Papatus,” 1594, p. 56).

But it was in Ireland that the Midsummer festival was especially
observed in recent times. Sir Henry Piers, in his description of
Westmeath, written in 1682, says that there were always bonfires in
every town on the eves of St. John the Baptist and St. Peter. They
were lighted late in the evening, and the people carried about
bundles of dry reeds, tightly bound with string, which lasted a long
time when lighted, and flamed better than torches (Vallancey,
¢ Collectanea de Rebus Hibemnicis,” 2nd edition, Vol. L., p. 123); and
from *“The Comical Pilgrim’s Pilgrimage into Ireland,” 1723, we
learn that on the vigil of St. John the Baptist’s Nativity, the in-
habitants made bonfires, and ran along the streets and fields with
wisps of straw blazing on long poles (p. 92). Another writer says :

On Midsummer’s eve every eminence near which is a habitation blazes with
bonfires, and round these they carry numerous torches, shouting and dancing,
which affords a beautiful sight, and at the same time confirms the observation of
Scaliger, ‘“ En Irlande ils sont guass lous papistes, mais dest Papawuté meslée de
Paganisme comme partowt.” 1 have, however, heard it lamented that the altera.
tion of the style had spoiled these exhibitions, for the Roman Catholics light their
fires by the new style, as the correction originated from a Pope, and for that very
same reason the Protestants adhere to the old. (‘“Survey of the South of
Ireland,” p. 232.)
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November fire-festival, transferred to a new date, and used to
commemorate a comparatively recent historical event,

THE WINTER SOLSTICE.

Christmas eve was kept by lighting tapers of immense size
called “ Christmas candles,” and placing upon the house fire an
enormous log of wood. In Lincolnshire this log was known as the
“gule block,” and was of such a size that it lasted throughout the
octave of the festival (Gebelin, * Allegories Orientales,” 1773).
Bringing in the Yule log was one of the features of the Christmas
festival :

The pond’rous ashen faggot from the yard
The jolly farmer to his crowded hall
Conveys with speed, where on the rising flames
Already fed with store of massy brands,
It blazes soon, nine bandages it bears,
Thorn’s ¢ Christmas,” 1795.

The English Yule log was in fact a tree, and its huge dimensions
may be gathered from the circumstance that, in the time of the Civil
War, the house of Mr. Barker, of Haghmond Abbey, near Shrews-
bury, was accidentally burnt down through the careless lighting of the
Yule log (Gentleman’s Magasine, 1790, Vol. LX,, p. 1193). It was
usually kindled with a piece of the old log, carefully preserved from
the preceding Christmas :

With the last year’s brand

Light the new block and
Come while the log is a teending,

Herrick’s ¢ Hesperides,” 1648, p. 309.

Brand expresses his conviction that the ceremony of buming the
Yule block at the winter solstice was a counterpart of the Mid-
summer bonfire lighted at the summer solstice, and that the winter
fire was made indoors on account of the inclemency of the weather
at Christmastide, and the opinion is no doubt correct. In many
parts of Gloucestershire it was usual to light twelve small bonfires
and one large one on Twelfth-day, which brought the Christmas
festivities to a close. In Herefordshire, too, a similar practice pre-
vailed under the name of “wassailing.” The farmer, with his
friends and servants, proceeded at six o’clock on the vigil of Twelfth-
day to one of the fields where wheat was sown, and on the highest
part of which one large and twelve small bonfires were made. The
company pledged one another in copious draughts of old cider, and
then formed a circle around the large fire and raised 2 loud heloa.
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Again, the day following Candlemas is dedicated to St. Blase,
and on the evening of that anniversary it was usual to light bonfires
on the hills in many parts of England. So Dr. Percy relates in his
notes to the “ Northumberland Household Book,” while Du Cange
explaing the custom thus: “Festum Sancti Blasii, cur hac die
populus lumina pro domibus vel animalibus accendere soleret,” as
much as to imply that it was called St. Blase’s day in consequence
of the blaze of torches, lighted, not in honour of the saint, but for the
welfare of their families, their flocks, and their herds.

The Yule log was rekindled on Candlemas day, and a portion of
it was reserved, as has been already mentioned, for the purpose of
lighting the great fire at the following Christmastide.

This appears from some lines of the poet Herrick, in which he
describes the ceremonies of Candlemas day :

Kindle the Christmas brand, and then
Till sunneset let it burne,
Which quencht, then lay it up agen
Til Christmas next returne.
Part must be kept wherewith to teend
The Christmas log next yeare,
And where ’tis safely kept the Fiend
Can do no mischiefe there.
¢ Hesperides,” p. 337.

THE VERNAL EQUINOX.

There is no more precise evidence of the lighting of a bonfire at
Lady-day than there is in the case of the corresponding period of
autumn. The roving festival of Easter, in the course of its wander-
ings between March 22 and April 25, has possibly swept up and'
attached to itself ceremonies peculiar to the minor anniversaries:
which fall within the intervening period ; and, if the custom of making
a fire at the vernal equinox has ever existed, we may expect to find
that its observance has been transferred to the greatest of Chureh'
festivals. And accordingly we do find that at Eastertide the
Christian clergy blessed new fire and distributed it to the laity, just
as we have seen the Druids did at their periodical fire-raisings :

On Easter eve the fire all is quencht in every place,

And fresh againe from out the flint is fetcht with solemne grace ;

The priest doth halow this against great daungers many one,

A brande whereof doth every man with greedie minde take home.
Barnabe Googe.

At the Office of Tenebra, in Holy Week, thirteen lighted candles
were placed in a triangular candelabrum, and at the concusion ot
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st. 2 (A.D. 1276), and this enacts that when coroners are directed by
the bailiffs of the king, or honest men (proéi Aomsnes) of the county,
to go to those who are slain or have died suddenly, or been wounded,
or to housebreakers, or to places where treasure is said to be found,
they shall forthwith proceed there, and command four of the next
towns, or five or six, to appear before them in such a place, and
when they are come thither, the coroner upon oath of them shall
inquire if it concems a man slain, where he was shin, whether it
were in a house, field, bed, tavern, or company, and if any and who
were there.

“ Likewise, it is to be inquired who were and in what manner
culpable, either of the act, or of the force ; and who were present,
either men or women, and of what age soever they be (if they can
speak or have any discretion). And how many soever be found
culpable by inquisition in any of the manners aforesaid, they shall
be taken and delivered to the sheriff, and shall be committed to
gaol ; and such as be found and be not culpable, shall be attached
until the coming of the justices, and their names shall be written in
the coroner’s rolls.”

Then follow a number of minute regulations respecting different
kinds of inquiry. Although the jurors are required to be summoned
from the nearest township, nothing is said as to their number ; and
there can be little doubt that at this period it was indeterminate.
But afterwards, following the analogy of the jury system in other
cases, it became a fixed rule of law that twelve at least must concur
in the finding of the inquest, in order that the parties charged
thereby may be put upon their trial before a petit jury. The
number, however, summoned and assisting at the inquest is im-
material, provided that twelve agree. Where the jury are not
unanimous, it is the duty of the coroner to collect the voices, and
take the verdict according to the opinion of the majority. If twelve
cannot agree, the jury are, according to the theory of the law, to be
kept without meat, drink, or fire, until they give their verdict; but
in practice of course this rule is never enforced so as to endanger
life or health. Formerly, if they refused to make a legal present-
ment, it was the custom for the coroner to adjourn them from place
to place ; but it was said by Chief Justice Holt that this was wrong,
and that they ought to be adjourned to the assizes, * where the judge
will inform them better.” '

Of trial by jury in England it may well be said, “ Time conse-
crates, and what is grey with age becomes religion.” Still‘ men
there have been bold enough to question its wisdom, and irtehgow
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rule, which has been followed ever since, to grant a new trial where
the verdict was a mistake in the opinion of the court, and openly
declared that at his time of day trial by jury could no longer sub-
sist without it. But what is the use of putting the unhappy suitor to
the great trouble, delay, and expense of having a jury if, after all,
the courts are to decide whether the verdict shall stand or be set
aside ?

The law emphatically proclaims its distrust of juries by refusing
them the right belonging to every other judicial body, of deciding
their differences by a majority, and by exacting a unanimous verdict.
In effect it says that the decision of an unlearned jury is good for
nothing if not unanimous ; but that skilled judges may decide all
causes by a majority.

It is hazarding too much to say that jurors are better fitted than
judges to determine all questions of fact. A verdict is judgment in
form. Judgment is the result of reasoning. The power to reason
accurately is not possessed in a higher degree by farmers or trades-
men than by judges—men of learning, men of ability, whose previous
study and training peculiarly fit them for the task. Some cases
there may be in which, owing to rules of trade, or other peculiar
circumstances more within the knowledge of laymen than lawyers,
the judgment of the former would be of the two the more correct.
For such cases let there be trial by jury. But why should trial by
jury be for all cases?

The jurors have not merely to decide the disputed facts; they
are to decide them acording fo the law and the evidence. 1Itis a
mistake to suppose that all that is necessary in order to do this is to
listen to the testimony, and to receive the propositions of law from
the court, with such aid as may be derived from the argument of
counsel. When all this has been done, the jurors have only fairly
entered upon their work ; their most difficult duties are yet to be
performed. They must now weigh all the testimony to which they
have listened, and thoroughly analyse it. To do this properly and
profitably this testimony must be carefully sifted, and its details
collected, conflicting testimony must be reconciled where reconcile-
ment is possible, and where reconcilement is impossible a wise dis-
crimination must be exercised in selecting from this testimony that
which is most trustworthy. From the mass of testimony—oftentimes
from a maze of contradictions—the evidence which establishes, or
most strongly tends to establish, the very truth of the matter must be
extracted ; and to do this successfully there must be a clear com-
prehension of the real points at issue. To do all this properly and
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a verdict, competent to point out to them how to reach the goal,
but incompetent to go there himself. The judge, both by reason of
the dignity of his vocation and the permanent character of his
position, as well as by reason of his previous training, and that habit
of mind which the exercise of the judicial functions begets, is less
susceptible to improper appeals to either prejudice or sympathy, if,
indeed, he could be induced to listen to them at all, and is more
alert to-prevent the introduction in a:gument of ext:aneous matters
than a jury can be. «

The unnecessary employment of juries to try cases wlnch could
be better and quicker disposed of by a single judge, or by two or
three judges, is one of the principal causes of delay and expense of
legal proceedings. When a sufficient number of j jurymen appear, &
part of the few and precious hours of the court is consumed in
calling the jury, in hearing the excuses for absence, in disposing of
challenges, and swearing the jury; but a far greater waste of time
takes place in trying to make a case of any length or difficulty
intelligible and interesting to uneducated and unleamed men, and in
the efforts of counsel to delude them, and to enlist their sympathies.
and work on their prejudices, and so to win their verdict. After the
counsel on both sides have finished, the judge must sum up the
evidence and go over the ground again carefully, partly to undo what
counsel have done, and partly to see that the jury do not misunder-
stand the evidence and the law. The effect of all this iteration and
reiteration is, that innumerable cases occur which a single judge
would dispose of in an hour or two, but which take a jury a day or
more. The Tichbome case would have been blown up by Chief
Justice Bovill, if he had sat alone, as soon as the impostor'’s cross.
examination was over, whereas some of the jury could not see.
through the fraud till several weeks later.

J. E. R. STEPHENS.,
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the lad murmured, *“ Ah ! comme mon pauvre cceur battait dans ce
moment-1a !” A soft answer turneth away wrath ; and after firing a
shot in the direction of the sound that had affrighted us, with a
parting fling at my timid young man—*his mother’s darling "—we
buried the hatchet, lay down in good-fellowship, and fell asleep once
more.

Little birds twittering, and impudent blue-jays chattering close
by, roused us at dawn, and we rose with the rising sun. Fanning
the embers of last night’s fire into a flame, we breakfasted, and spent
the livelong day in fishing.

" The following morning young Larue came out to meet us,
steering himself by the print of our shoes in the snow. A thick
mist drew on, with a darkness that might be felt. The silence and
stillness were oppressive. A dead calm is often more terrifying than
the wildest gale ; one misses the company of sound. ~What but
dread of silence makes the boy belated whistle in a wood? What
but dread of silence the hardy seaman to start from sleep, if for
one instant the churning blades do cease their thundering roar ?

We weathered the fog, huddled close in our hut. Next day, the
fog lifting, we sent our young man back to his mother, with the
tratneaux and spoils, while Larueand I ascended a mountain. The
ascent, on our cumbersome snow-shoes, was toilsome ; but we were
amply repaid for all our trouble when, on gaining the bare and stony
top, a magnificent panorama of sylvan scenery burst on our view.

At night we fell back on the comforts of comparative civilisation
in the little madson de pension on Lake St. Joseph.

Two days later on, I took a regretful leave of the simple peasants
who had housed me so hospitably, and bent my steps to Capsanté,
twenty-two miles off, on the St. Lawrence.

J. LAWSON.
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SoutH LONDON.

HESE questionings or reflections have been begotten by the
appearance of Sir Walter Besant’s “South London,” the most
recent and one of the most important contributions to our knowledge
of the capital. The volume is a companion to the * Westminster ”
and the *“London” of the same writer, works which, greatly to my
regret, and to some extent to my shame, I have not read. T judge,
however, that the scheme of the latest volume is to some extent more
ambitious and more elaborate than that of itspredecessors. The book
itself deals with London south of the Thames, from Battersea on the
west to Greenwich on the east, from the mouth of the Wandle to that
of the Ravensbourne, and gives the history of the district from the time
when the whole constituted the Great South Marsh until to-day, when
the population of what consisted once of a few scattered hamlets is
counted by millions. Sir Walter does not claim to preserve very
many of the associations, since every vestige of spots formerly of
historical interest has vanished, and no tradition is left even of the
name. The south had once its share of the royal palaces, dotted
round London like beads upon a string. Palaces at one time or
another existed at Kennington, Eltham, Greenwich, Kew, Hampton,
Windsor, Cheam, and Streatham. Many of these—most of them,
Sir Walter will have it—are “clean forgotten.” Nonsuch has entirely
disappeared ; of Kennington not one stone remains upon another,
not a tradition concerning it being left, though * part of the ruins
were still standing only a hundred years ago.” Eltham preserves
some ruins of the buildings of Edward IV. Other buildings of
beauty or importance remain; and the Church or Cathedral of
St. Mary Overies, Lambeth Palace, and other ecclesiastical spots,
still challenge attention.

ATTRACTIONS OF SOUTHERN LONDON,

S it or is it not a fact that the south of the Thames is less familiar

to the pleasure-seeker, or even to the antiquary, than the north ?

I fancy so. Unlike the London of the time of Elizabeth, when the

principal theatres and places of entertainment—the Globe, the
Rose, Paris Garden, the Bear Garden—were all on the south nde

the places of amusement, as well as the great residential hotels and

fashionable shops, are now on the northern bank. The distance alone

will account for the comparative neglect of the south. Though some-

thing both of an explorer and an antiquary, I know little concerning

! Chatto & Windus,
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UNDER THE PYRAMID.
By W. B. WaLLacg, BAA.

APTAIN JOHN VINTRAY, of the ——shire Regiment, was
stationed at Gizeh in the spring of 1383. He had witnessed
the bombardment of Alexandria the year before, had taken gallant
and conspicuous part in the engagement at Tel-el-Kebir, which had
finally extinguished the military insurrection of Arabi,and wasat present
resting on his laurels and dutifully helping in the general pacification
of Egypt. It was now pretty evident to the European Powers, as well
as to the Egyptians themselves, that the “ red locusts,” as the native
enemies of English rule bitterly termed the British troops, had “come
to stay.” Single-handed they had faced and put down a formidable
émeute ; it was scarcely to be expected that, having done so, they
should calmly evacuate the land of Nile and leave it to be scrambled
for by others who had not borne the burden and heat of the day.
For those who could read between the lines, [y suss, 7y reste was
to be henceforth the motto of England, so far as Egypt was
concerned.

Captain Vintram found his sojourn at Gizeh pleasant enough.
Before him stretched the billowy expanse of the desert, with its mighty
pyramids and enigmatical Sphinx, its turquoise skies and wonderful
atmospheric effects, its magic sunrises and sunsets, its dry, transparent,
exhilarating air, and, above all, its great river, the mystic and muddy
Nile. His military duties, shared as they were with other officers,
were not so onerous as to debar him from taking long excursions
into the sandy wastes, and occasionally crossing the river and

wandering with British dignity and insouciance through the crowded,
¥OL. CCLXXXVI. NO. 2019, Q
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captain, three lieutemants, and o2 owercoms. T o = aoe
colour-sergeant in my own regpent —eoe T The CHXSE XL 5 INHSS
weeks, spirited away as cleanly and as deverly a5 f ome of dae dd
Pharachs and a band of his maogicians hed beee 28 wek, ar e
sands or the river had ssallowed them sp. Yo douie b &, this
land of the pyramids and—let &t be added —the ocly fien &= 2 guerns,
uncanny piace. By Jove, though, woslds’t they hase made 2 soo
about it at home! Rather. I fancy I cam see i faming pesns
on the hoardings and the Beobdngmagion cagitals in the daifirs, and
hear the triumphant war-whoop of the peripstricr scwsioy = the
Strand, ‘ Hano-ther mystesee !” Hee, ea the concry, soad ald
Horact’s mi/ admirari is = vogume, and the sirun Mwirss euly
wag their long beards and mrmer “ Kssmet =° ¥ you 2p9ueal 30 fhen
sympathies.

“Hang it all !” be condeded mdipeandy, withh 2 v2oms ot &
an acacia, “] wonder bow lomg Quees Vioera's waps ax 99 e
decimated with impcnity.”

It was just and satexal that, s the face @ 2 nocawiy sexiiie a0d
apparently insolsble emigma of this kind, Cagrars Vamram sheelid
have been utterly disgwsted with Egepe and fiings Fooras ; b ®
happened incongrecusly emough that, cxactlis 25 e ud endied bis
diatribe, be saw through the grhaing smdovs manfng whikh
acted as a prompt sedative wpon s pesmbied iriangs zad wemdes-
fully reconciled him 0 the Iand of M Thx susefoiey we
neither more nor less thas 2 figmee movng < 2 o Jaods hefione
him—a female figare, be & cosersed, axam=d 1 foe mhecsming,
unvarying, immemorial gab whesesih Se Eat s ralowmly and
sedulously vells the charms of the loww sz Tl sz #8 Cay
wayfarer on the road, and Visteam felk his 167 suwegtlie Seact fong
with pleasmable anticipations. Xew, some mght kv Owaiduud
this rejoicing on his part rather peessatare. aopaing ik 2pyann
plausibility that, for anght he knew 80 the ovacrary. the Gdy 18 Sane
of him might have been ome of those otkives md wghy uags whe
share with mmtiised shaves the tmk of kerping the geant nd
guarding the propricties s the hasems of the weaithy panders of
Gizeh and the neighbosring Cain.  Bat 8o ; Sue capesiow sl sguing
of dames felt that he could wot be doceived ; the ausightly sebs, he
assured himmseif, was but the dond that comoeaied the radiant beamsy,
the pafect fermsre of 2 goddess; and mo decsepit dovnsne cinid
possibly have bome herself so proudly, r walked with such ooy
lissom grace, as the interesting sampwita.

A few more strides and he was beside hes.  The day %ol Vsdden
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means sparing of the gorgeous pigments that a vivid imagination
knows so well how to mix, was to the glowing vision before him what
the palest star that twinkles in the outer courts of space is to the
Orient moon at her full. No houri ever wandered by streams of
milk and honey in Mohammed’s teetotal Paradise—no damsel of
mortal strain ever dazzled the eyes of the deluded follower of the
Old Man of the Mountain in his garden of delight—and hasheesh,
endowed with such loveliness as that upon which Vintram now gazed,
silent, spellbound, and motionless.

But by degrees the pale, chaste, zsthetic flame of surprised and
unaffected admiration became warmed and suffused with the rosy hue
of passion. The peerless Egyptian Iphigenia had no diffident Cimon
to deal with in Vintram, and his ardent glances soon told their own
story—a story which, with the frank absence of coquetry peculiar
to women of the East, she dxd not even alect to muundermnd

The lovers—let no one marvel at thc word, for in the Orient
love, like the ephcmera, springs into winged life, arrives at maturity,
and, alas! often dies in the course of a few brief hours—the lovers
were reposing in deep shadow beneath the mighty pyramid of the
godless and tyrannical Cheops. The moon was waning in the
heavens, and the breath of the desert was chill—chill as the bones
of armies that lie buried beneath it. The cynical Sphinx bad smiled
and the giants of Egypt had frowned upon an episode in that
eternal drame passionné which commenced its run in Eden, hag
been played by a constant succession of entbusiastic actors ever
since, and will probably be performed to overflowing houses of
angels and demons until the consummation of the world-process rings
down the curtain on this and all other mundane spectacles.

John Vintram slept ; the anxieties and worries of the day seemed
to have told even upon his iron frame. His head rested lightly on
the woman’s knee ; she gazed fondly down on him, and ever and
anon she gently stooped, holding her breath the while, to dropa
kiss, light as the silent fall of a snowflake or the descent of the
Persian bulbul upon the rose, on his bronzed forehead

“He dreams of me,” she whispered, as a passing smile relaxed
and softened the sternness of the soldier’s face. “ He dreams of
me,” she repeated, dwelling lovingly on every murmured syllable.
“And, ah! he little knows how near he has been to death. . . .
What will Mustapha think? How he will scorn me! Beitso. I
have loved. Baut will the dead forgive me ? ”

From his dream, whatever it was, Vintram woke t0 behold in the
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dearly loved. He had duly discharged the sacred trust, and had
subsequently associated himself with the widow in the dire project
which she meditated—with what success we have aiready seen.

Still the facts remained that the Soudanese had been thrown by
mere chance into the company of the young Egyptien soldier, and
that the only Lond of union between them bad been the rowgh
fellowship of the camp. Owing to diffierence of mationality, the
sympathy between the two men could scarccly at amy tmee have
been very deep. It was strange, then, to say the least of i, that he
should make himself the willing tool of such a horribie vensett,
and stolidly incur all the attendant risks. His native fevocity and
his inbom detestation of the giaours were fax from brmg guendidy
négligeables ; but they did not supply a suflickently strang motive for
the commission of a series of crimes of scch enormnity.  The wesd
motive lay far beneath the surface Now, s ever, & was the
¢ eternal feminine.” The grace and loveiness of Amime —abfwmagh
in Mustapha’s case she had never consciousiy wsed her charas 25 2.
lure—had made the huge black her sabservient awal  He chermbed
and was cheered by a wild, mane hope ther, when the mie of
victims was complete, Amina would sewand Simm. a5 she zione
could.

Darkness was falling on the knd when the grisiy wotrer damy
descried two figures approaching the prizmad. anf his ewr Sew
joyously. It was another mmwder m prospecs, it T eomid g
him nearer to his goal Instinctively e pasped for ewetrmy
and drew further back mto the shadows. The ducawe wam s
great, the light too uncertain to admit of bes scwwivg e festones of
Amina’s companion. Nor had he zmv pertienior devne 1 45 =
He would see quite encugh of that face pEreentiy. wher fie meens
rays revealed it, distorted and Wvid from the merriew peme o
the fatal cord, and later still, when x oy on Nde's s anf Swfnd
the last malediction of its stony eves 0> Tis oz Yo e £
the slimy depths of the river. And s beaweed dow x 2 Sarme
distance from the pair, whose forms wese, of canme. mvwnisie 5 s
in the gloom, and patiently awaited Amsmar's el B ol semtd
the ghastly désowemens. Nowr was Tt tpive zame. fuser Steaps
demons,lustandauehy,n—itﬁz;m“s“
and whﬂedany&eﬁ-ei-'fqaig‘ﬁm“s—;
their human entertainer and cah ez Tic 1onf 9ol 3as
long expired, and yet these came m sign. T wus musge  Mad
the drugged sherbet failed i s sormued vl * T Veviamons
sat erect and listened, and bis wElon oy vasin Mo, » You
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Giriiimyy s meeth, 3ell ek b tortiores wocse than those which
et soels cxpeyrEnee—fie rames of jealiows hate and duappointed
desir—lar Turensfl 1 vy word.

Wiy diil b o sk St fromm bis place of conceahment, grarp
the gaser by fie dineat. and shey or be shin? Who shall wy?
The waps of The Ext aoe ot @ be gauged by & Western standard,
The woific smations whnch remk his spirit wmay have pavalyeed
ks badilly eneayies.  Perchance the hereditary inferiority which
Yo reer ondie the soms of Afiica bow in invaluntary homage
befme mew of Cascasion race may bave chaived him to the xpt,
Or dad maemoeics of that day of bloed and five, when the
faminy svond of the Bnglishman before him raged in the Ruwe
fromt of the bomle, hold him back despite his bravery and his
fatalicm® Yet again, might it not have been that his rude sense of
justice, smatedvng in that moment the bandage of love from his eyes,
camsed bam to see in the woman the greater sinner of the two?
Whatever the restraining influence may have been, he paured,
Istemed, and looked, saw the last despairing kiss imprinted by
Vintza's Kps upon the brow of Amina—saw the mighty conqueror
of Tl cl-Kebir tottering along the desert path towarde Gleeh with
the biind uncertain gait of a stricken man. When that form was
already dim in the distance, Mustapha, gloomy and threatening of
aspect as Azrael himself, stepped forward and confronted Aming, as
her streaming eyes followed the fast-vanishing figure of her lover,

* Woman,” he said with deliberate and savage emphasiy, * woak,
wanton, soulless, and accursed woman, I know and have hoard all,
Something there now remains for you to loarn ; something there atill
remains for me to do. Know that the man—may dogs uproot his
father’s grave '—who captivated your wayward choice -~ the man for
whose sake you have sacrificed a righteous retribution —-the man
upon whom you have just lavished your ficklo favours —the man &’
hair of whose head is dearer in your cycs than the body of the black
Mustapha—your poor puppet, who was mad enough to adore a
courtesan, false to the living and the dcad-- is none other than the
furious giaour beneath whose brand your Ahmed went down at
Tel-el-Kebir.”

Shrinking, fainting, with the wild dilated eyes of onc upon whose
soul has fallen a great horror, Amina listcned, although conscience
was fast deserting her.

The grim accuser proceeded: “And now prepare for death.
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Some Superstitions of the Ulster Peasan!. 223

We knew a reputed witch in early days, and liked her greatly
in fact, she was a dear friend of ours. Poor little Rosanna was a
tiny, bright-eyed, applecheeked old woman, with pleasant genial
manners. She lived in my father’s village with her brother and
sister. She possessed a goat, which browsed at the edge of the high
road while she watched, knitting socks the while, and gaily conversing
with the passers-by.

The village shopkeeper was a wealthy man, the owner of two
sleek cows, and his wife was quite unrivalled as a dairywoman. But
he was unfortunate one summer, and the fine cows yielded no butter.
Soon the village began to say that a witch must be at work. “William
Hazlett is gone to consult the wise man who lives on Binion moun-
tain,” was the next item of news given us.

William was told by the wise man to put an ass’s shoe in the
fire next time the milk was chumned, and was assured that whoever
had cast a spell over the cows would be certain to knock at the door,
entreating admittance. Mrs. Hazett chumed. The shoe grew red-
hot. William stood by grimly listening. Husried steps to the door;
urgent knocking. Presently Rosanna’s voice begging to be let in:
“My heart’s roasting. Oh, William Hazett, let me in ! let me in
If you knowed the burning heat that’s here ! ”

All the neighbours knew that Rosanna was admitted, and that
before the shoe was taken out of the fire she was forced to promise
never more to look at Mr. Hazlett’s cattle.

We were considered a partisan of the poor hittle witch because we
laughed at the story; and when she became sick soon afterwards,
and received frequent visits and presents from “ the big bouse,” there
was a good deal of murmuring,

“Why but you watch yersel, miss, dear? Dinna be going to
Rosanna. Thon'’s a dangerous woman,” was the waming thrown
away upon us.

“ Poor Rosanna could not harm me.”

“Could she no? God bless your innocent wit, dear ! ” was the
pitying reply.

Before we take leave of Rosanna Harrigan we recall a story told
by the neighbours of her and her old brother and sister. The reader
is aware that spirits are supposed to wander earthwards on Hallow-
e¢en. The dead retum to visit their families on that night ; they
form part of the company, and watch the revelry, themselves unseen.
Rosanna, Niel, and Maria were wont to leave the door open that
their parents might come in and occupy the two creepy stools in
front of the fire, while they sat at the side of the hearth ;| and tixe
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with through spiritualistic mediums, let him not despise the poor
Donegal farmer for superstition.

Theé mermaid is a more interesting figure than witch or wizard.
Poetry loves to dwell upon the nymphs and Undines of stream and
fountain. Lorelei of the Rhine has her- siren spells, her mirror,
her flowing yellow hair—

Sie kimmt es mit goldenem Kamme,
Und singt ein Lied dabei.

Wehad our Lorelei in the Foyle, just where the river is broadest,
about halfway between Derry and Strabane. The country on both
sides is very fertile and excellently farmed—a beautiful valley,
through which

Foyle runs down

To his ancient town,

Telling her walls

Of their old renown.
The Lorelei was called Sheelah by the country-people. There
used to be a flat stone near the water’s edge, upon which a past
generation declared they had seen the mermaid seated on summer
evenings. People inhabiting certain cottages near the ruined castle
of Montgavlin watched Sheelah unbind her hair.

A woman called Ellen MacDonnell went to the river's edge for
water one evening, and out of wanton mischief overturned the
mermaid’s stone. Sheelah was not in sight at the time, so Ellen
thought that only the wild duck, snipe, and plover saw her ill-natured
deed.

But the very next day, when she returned home after a short
absence, Sheelah was in the house bending over the cradle where the
baby lay. While the mother darted screaming into the house, the
mermaid, quick as thought, snatched up the child, tossed it upon the
fire, and made good her retreat to the river, singing as she went—

When I think on my stane,
An’ you think on your wean,

We may weel speak an’ look,
But freens we’ll e’en be nane.

The woman who told the present writer the above story, firmly
believing every word of it, declared that the last two lines of Sheelah’s
song were used by neighbours who disagreed, when she was a young
girl, thus ;

We may weel speak an’ look,
Baut friends we’ll e’ea be nane,
s the mermaid said to Ellen.

L ¥



228 The Gentleman's Magazine.

Did we try to record half of the strange cures and charms in
vogue in country places, our pen might run away with us. Enough
is related to show that, although our rural life may seem monotonous
in the extreme, yet is it full of interest to an explorer of the fanciful

and the weird—above all, the weird.
LETITIA M‘CLINTOCK.
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No one will nowadays dream of jusufvingz a svstexm under
which Horace Walpole, for performing no definite service to his
country,! received a life income of some thousands a year from
taxes or fees. He boasted that from the age of twentyone he
lived on his own income, and travelled at his own expense, and,
as we have seen, he also paid Gray’s travelling expenses. He was
generous and magnificent in his tastes and ideas, and spent the
income he received from sources in those days thought perfectly
honourable,? not on riotous living or worthless parasites, but in
ways that have given both instruction and pleasure to all the
generations that have followed his own. He had a genius for
collecting pictures, prints, statues, inscriptions, old books, en-
gravings, coins, stained glass, china, and old curiosities. He never
went over a great house—and he went over several nearly every
August or September—without coveting something or other, often
something impossible to carry away, such as a cloister or an arcade ;
no one ever broke oftener the Tenth Commandment. Things
more movable than arcades or cloisters he was constantly able
to buy, from impoverished owners or suppressed convents in Italy
or Germany, or the Low Countries. His catalogue of the contents
of Strawbesry Hill is delightful reading to any one with the least
touch of the collecting mania. But one form of collecting
that was peculiar to him was that of his own letters. With several
of his correspondents it was a regular understanding that they
should return his letters to him, that he might collect and annotate
them with a view to their future publication. And the letters
deserved all his care ; Macaulay, who had a very unfavourable, and
in many respects unjust, opinion of Walpole, says of his writings
generally, of which he thought the letters the best, that they “rank
as high among the delicacies of intellectual epicures as the Stras-
burg pies among the dishes described in the ‘Almanach des
Gourmands.’” The edition of them in nine volumes by Peter
Cunningham is one of the best edited and annotated books in our
language. Some of the earliest letters are those he wrote from
France and Italy, mostly to West, who was then a student in the
Temple, but disliked the law, and was longing to go into the

' He says himself, with perfect candour, *‘I know no man who can plead
fewer services to his country or less merit than I can.” (Works, ii. p. 306.)

* He argues with some force that his income came from the same source as
the rent-roll of most of the nobility—rviz., the bounty of the Crown ; the difference
being that his came from fees paid by suitors, while theirs came from the plunder
of the Church or confiscation of the property of political sdvermries.
























Horace Walpole. 243

of Strawberry are celebrated. The lines are well known, but they
deserve to be quoted here : —
Some cry up Gunnersbury,
For Sion some declare ;
And some say that with Chiswick House
No villa can compare ;
But ask the beaux of Middlesex,
‘Who know the country well,
If Strawb’ry Hill, if Strawb’ry Hill
Don’t bear away the bell ?

Some love to roll down Greenwich Hill
For this thing and for that ;

And some prefer sweet Marble Hill,
Tho’ sure ’tis somewhat flat ;

Yet Marble Hill and Greenwich Hill,
If Kitty Clive can tell,

From Strawb’ry Hill, from Strawb’ry IHill
Will never bear the bell.

Though Surrey boasts its Oatlands,
And Clermont kept so jim,'

And some prefer sweet Southcotes,
’Tis but a dainty whim ;

For ask the gallant Bristow,
Who does in taste excell,

If Strawb’ry Hill, if Strawb’ry Hill
Don’t bear away the bell,

Since Denham sung of Cooper’s,
There's scarce a hill around,

But what in song or ditty
Is turn’d to fairy-ground.

Ah ! peace be with their memories,
I wish them wondrous well,

But Strawb’ry Hill, but Strawb’ry 1lill,
Must bear away the bell.

Great William lives at Windsor,
As Edward did of old,

And many a Gaul and many a Scot
Have found him full as bold.

On lofty hills like Windsor
Such heroes ought to dwell,

Yet little folks like Strawb’ry Hill,
Like Strawb’ry Hill as well.

Great William is, of course, the Duke of Cumberland, who had
been as formidable to the Scots as Edward I., the hammer of the
Scots. “ The gallant Bristow, who does in taste excell,” was a Clerk

3 ¢¢ Jim * is recognised in Johnson’s -Dictionary (where it is spelt ¢ g™ a8
an old word meaning *“neat ” or *‘spruce.”
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really cared for any friend who was not an aristocrat, and it has been
illustrated by the precarious nature of his relations with Gray. But
I have no doubt that what Walpole said of Gray wastrue: “He is
the worst company in the world. From a melancholy turn, from
living reclusely, and from a little too much dignity, he never con-
verses easily ; all his words are measured and chosen and formed
into sentences ; his writings are admirable, he himself is not agree-
able.” In the reconciliation with Gray,! Walpole seems to have
shown great forbearance, and he always spoke of Gray as immeasur-
ably his superior. His regard for Mrs. Clive also shows that he
cared more for good sense than for birth or fashion.

Walpole seems to me to have been an amiable man, with a graat
capacity for friendship, but with a feminine sensitiveness and a too
fastidious taste, which made him intolerant of much that he might
well have respected. His affection for his mother and his loyalty to
his father were conspicuous; he took infinite trouble in getting
carved in Italy the beautiful monument to his mother, which is still
one of the ornaments of Henry VIL’s chapel ; but when it was put
up.he had not courage to venture alone among the Westminster boys
at the abbey to see it. At Cambridge he and Gray were looked
upon as milksops, because they drank tea for their breakfast when
all the rest of the University drank beer ; in Norfolk Walpole shrank
nervously from the great eaters and drinkers among the country
gentlemen and ladies, and vows he fears they will fall upon and carve
one another ; when he goes to stay with George Montagu in North-
amptonshire he is horrified at a neighbour, who comes to a meet
of hounds after breakfast, drinking so potent a cordial as—negus.
We may admit that he had not the making of a Cromwell or a
Falkland in him; but fortunately his lot fell in quiet times, and
he was enabled to pass through life neither uselessly nor ingloriously
in the learned and elegant refinement of Strawberry Hill,

F. C. HODGSON.
! Gray, on the other hand, was very unwilling to believe in Walpole’s sin-

cerity. See his letter to Wharton, at p. 123 of vol. ii. of Mr. Gosse’s edition of
Gray.
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Well, mother an’ me waited to sce how th’ miide got on ; so th’
night her come home from th’ fust lessons, I sezs, quiet like, givin’ a
sly look at my old ooman to keep still a bit :

“ Aye, then, what have ’ee learnt, my gal ? »

“ Oh,” her sezs, “it’s wonderful what volks want to cook properly ;
not saucepans like ours ”—cockin’ up her nose to where ours was
set up on th’ shelf, clean an’ shiny enuff to make your head up in
’em ; “there’s ban-marys, sottie-pans——"

“ Somethin’ drinky they !” puts in I.

¢ Sally-manders,” goes on Tryphee wi’ a flourish ; *“oh, an’ lots o’
things we've never heard tell on.”

“ Then if ’ee cooks vittles for thee feythur an’ I, ’ee ’l have to do
wi'out that nonsense,” sezs my missis, whose a bit proud o’ her
cookery, as well her may be, as I've said afore ; an’ her didn’t fancy
th’ way our gal was turnin’ up her nose at th’ home-things. But
Tryphee didn't see as her mother was gettin’ a bit wroth, so on her
goes full tilt.

“ An’ th’ lady sezs us should allers use th’ best butter, an’ plenty
o’ eggs.”

“ 1 s’pose her thinks eggs cost nothin’,” sezs my Betsy; “bless th’
’ooman, th’ vowls do if th’ eggs don’t! I'm thinkin’ her »

4 Steady, steady, mother,” sezs I ; * th’ teacher’s ways mayn’t be
ours; all th’ same, lets hear what us can o’ these new-fangled
notions.”

So on goes Tryphee, “teachin’ her granny to suck eggs,” as th’
sayin’ is, an’ by-'m-bye her takes a book her had bought at th’ class.
*Twere called ““ Cookery made Easy and Economical” (which means
cheap), an’ her sezs :

« Listen to this recipe, mother; here’s a bootiful cake! I might
experiment wi’ this, an’’twould be jest ’bout nice for uncle Jim when
he comes next White-Monday ;” an’ her reads out :

“An excellent cake—Cream, 1} Ibs. of butter, 1} Ibs. sugar,
twelve eggs, 14 1bs. flour, half-ounce each nutmeg, cloves, cinnamon,
allspice, 2z lbs. each of raisins, currants, chopped, half-pound
each of citron and other candied fruit. Add one cup of wine and
one of brandy. Steam the cake two hours, then bake one hour.”!

When her stopped readin’ I turned round to ask the missis what
her thought o’ this sort o’ cake, an’ her face were a sight to see, I
tell ’ee, her were that wroth !”

% Now look ’ere, our Tryphee! Don't ’ee dare to try they ’speri-
ments to home; if ’ee fills th’ chillern’s stummicks wi' that vonds

1 A fact—recips copied from book.
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were wise ! never havin’ any notion o’ our Tryphee’s cookery, which
sartin sure ain’t fitty for human Christians. An’ he brings out a
foine leg o’ pork my Bess had got ready against th’ next day, wi’
cold taties, an’ beans, wi’ a parstey or two, an’ I tell 'ee, us made they
vittles look shy! Our miide were a bit sulky at first, an’ rare taffity
wi’ her knife an’ fork, as if twern good enuff for she, plain wholesome
meat too! but as us took no count o’ she, by’ in bye I see she
peggin’ at it wi’ a raylish, eh! an’ us finished up pleasant, wi’ pipes
an’ zider, an’ sang “Auld lang syne” 'cos o’ Ben, wi’ our Joe playin’
th’ toon ’pon his whistle-pipe.

. . . . .

Our Tryphee ain't tried any more gammicks wi’ that ’ere *’igh
art cookery ” o’ hern—chillies, indeed! No, thank ’ee |
Jim an’ th' rest on ’'em went home airly th’ next morn l——Ah!

PENLEY REYD.



























The Real D Artagnan. 273

Well in accordance with the eternal fitness of things was it that
D’Artagnan should not have survived to grow into a feeble and
garrulous old man. Love and adventure—very essentials of his
existence—are boon companions only while youth lasts, and the
intrepid soldier and reckless gallant could never have contentedly
acquiesced in a resigned acceptance of such joys as well-ordered old
age can give. To those who in youth have drunk deep from the
sparkling cascades of pleasure, age can offer nothing in the form of
consolation for lost joys but a regretful retrospection, too often,
alas! tinged with melancholy. D’Artagnan met the death he
doubtless desired, dying in battle ere life’s summer had been
chilled by the cold blasts of wintry old age. His name and exploits
still live, and are familiar to us of a later and a more prosaic age—an
age which witnesses the decadence of that France in whose service
he fell.

“ Dieu, ma belle et mon Roy,” the motto of old France, yet rings
more pleasantly on our ears than the mendacious  Liberté, égalité,
et fraternité ” which the Republic of to-day bears as part of the
legacy bequeathed to it by the monsters of the Revolution—fiends
who, intoxicated with the possession of powers they were unfitted
to usc, came near drowning their country in a very sea of blood.

RALPH NEVILL.
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The Acting of Plays by Schoolboys. 279

above an hundred crowns within this twelve months, besides his
yearly stipend.”

* Arspecimen of Captain Compliment’s teaching is given.

- COMPLIMENT. Gentle Sir Gingle, the flower of my school . . . . where .

ended we yesterday ?
* GINGLE. You were instructing me how to salute a lady or so, if she had a

monkey or 30, and wept or so,
_IMPLEMENT, That is but so, so.
CoMPLIMENT. In case you find a lady weeping and mournful for that her
monkey is sick of the mumps, then say—
-GinGLE, Fair Lady, weep not for your monkey.
. CompLIMENT. This is base and vulgar. Rather embellish your salutation
thus: ¢ Resplendent Claridiana.”
GINGLE. . . . . Sir, your style is very high and lofty.
IMPLEMENT. Yes, sir, my master and I have gone over many as high a stile
when we went to rob orchards for our dinners.
COMPLIMENT. Twice worthy dubbed madame.
"GINGLE. . . . . Do ladies use to wear doublets now ?

and 50 on, till Compliment develops—
' Twice double worthy dubbed madame,
Whose virtues not the longest tongue can fadom,

which on attempting to repeat Gingle gives as—
Twice double worthy dubbed madame,
‘Whose long tongue no man can fadom ;

to which Compliment gives a warning—

O dismal | O dangerous! Take heed of stumbling so with your tongue

when you speak of female tongues.
Continuing, Compliment finishes the prescription for the consolation
of the lady as to her sick monkey—
: Souse not thy glittering globy eyne
. In dreary, teary, salt-sea brine.

But even Gingle cannot endure this.

Besides the teaching of compliments, of gestures, of fashions,
the Captain teaches a trick for learning which he paid “four nobles”
to the usher of the dancing school. He professes also to know a
vaulting trick which cost him thirty crowns. He has written a book
how a man should wear his clothes, on which side his purse should
lie in his pocket, which stocking he should draw on first on ominous
days. -

-4 O'excellent!” at one point cries Gingle. * All the world could
never have furnished me with such a tutor.”

Compliment corrects him,

Say rather all the habitable circumference of this muddy, massy, eaxly Pve
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plays. Much more firmly,” he gocs on to say, “do the examples of
illustrious men stick in the mind through representations by acting.
Even moral and civil precepts can be thus made to appeal to youth.”
By this means Comenius wished to introduce the history of the
philosophers, and, as an example of the treatment he advocated, pro-
duced Diogenes Cynicus forthe stage. Moreover he turned his“Janua”
into a comic play. “So we see,” adds Morhof, ‘that schoolmasters
bave not merely approved school plays, they have also enjoined them.”
.. In 1657 John Amos Comenius wrote the work which converts
the “Janua” into a boys’ play. It is called “ Encyclopsedia Viva,”
or “Januze Linguarum praxis comica.” It offers for stage exhibition
and representation all kinds of men and things, with their right
names. As the name of everything is given in Latin, and the actors
were to speak in the Latin language, Comenius hoped to promote
his encyclopzdic knowledge of things as against the knowledge of
the mere names of things, and to help forward the study of Latin
as 3 spoken language. Comenius states his view very clearly in his
Latin address to the governors (curaforibus) of the Patakina School.

“It is no use,” he says, “for the objections of theologians to
be urged against us in this matter. Some of them would not only
proscribe the comedy from the schools, but also from the State, but
it is because they think that the plots were light, worthless, impure,
and that the actors were as bad. They think the sort of people!
described or represented on the stage are such as all respectable
youth should neither represent nor see represented. Christian piety
itself orders such plays to be driven from the schools even as plagues
from the skin.

In another preface, added later, Comenius states the essential
points of a school play for it really to be a /xdus. There must be
movement. What is done must be done freely, spontaneously.
There must be some sociability. There must be friendly rivalry.
There must be distinct rules adhered to. What is to be learned
must be by example. Without, there must be relaxation of the
mind.

All these seven conditions, Comenius maintains, are complied
with in a school play. In furtherance of freedom and spontaneity he
suggests that boys should be encouraged to throw into the play any
adagia and flosculi which will fit the occasion.

Terence or no Terence was a guestio vexata in Hoole's day.
Hoole was quite clear in his view. “Terence of all the school

Y He names lones, meretrices, parasits, servi callidi, adolescentes lasciol o
sredigi,
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authors that we read doth deservedly challenge the first place.”
The matter of Terence is “full of morality.” Hoole shows how
the teacher may improve the occasion by dwelling on different
characters to be met with in Terence’s comedies.

While dealing with the reading of Terence, Hoole says:
* When you meet with an act or scene that is full of affection and
action, you may cause some of your scholars—after they have learned
jt—to act it first in private amongst themselves, and afterwards in
the open school before their fellows. Herein you must have a main
care of their pronunciation and acting, every gesture to the very life.
This acting of a piece of comedy or a colloquy sometimes will be an
excellent means to prepare them to pronounce orations with a grace,
and I have found it an especial remedy to expel that subrustic
bashfulness and unresistable timorousness which some children are
naturally possessed withal, and which is apt in riper years to drown
‘many good parts in men of singular endowments.”

FOSTER WATSON.



















































Euphrasia-Bellario : A Kinswoman of Imogen. 301

PHI1

BrL.

Oh, what should I do?
Why, who can but believe him ? he does swear
So earnestly, that if it were not true,
The gods would not endure him. [Sheathes Ais sword.
Rise, Bellario: [Bellario rises.
Thy protestations are so deep, and thoun
Dost loo so truly when thou utter'’st them,
That, though I know ‘em false as were my hopes,
I cannot urge thee further. But thou wert
To blame to injure me, for I must love
Thy honest looks, and take no revenge upon
Thy tender youth : a love from me to thee
Is firm, whate’er thou dost : it troubles me
That I have called the blood out of thy cheeks,
That did so well become thee. But, good boy,
Let me not sec thee more : something is done
That will distract me, that will make me mad,
If I behold thee, If thou tender’st me,
Let me not see thee.
I will fly as far
As there is morning, ere I give distaste
To that most honoured mind. But through these tears,
Shed at my hopeless parting, I can see
A world of treason practised upon you,
And her, and me. Farewell for evermore !
If you shall hear that sorrow struck me dead,
And after find me loyal, let there be
A tear shed from you in my memory,
And I shall rest at peace.

And so Bellario is banished by his abused lord.

The King commands his daughter to get rid of her page; and
Philaster, in the fury of his fierce jealousy, reproaches Arethusa
with her perfidy. The wronged and sorrowful but] not indignant
Bellario needs not to be dismissed.

BzL.

Oh, what God,
Angry with men, hath sent this strange disease
Into the noblest minds? Madam, this grief
You add unto me is no more than drops
To seas, for which they are not seen to swell ;
My lord hath struck his anger through my heart,
And let out all the hope of future joys.
You need not bid me fly ; I came to past,
To take my latest leave. Farewell for ever |
I durst not run away in honesty
From such a lady, like a boy that stole
Or made some gricvous fault. The power of gods
Assist you in your sufferings | Hasty time
Reveal the truth to your abuséd lord
‘And mine, that he may know your worth ; whilst I
Go seek out some forgotten place to die

{Ezit Bellario.
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While the search goes vainly on, we meet with the wandering Princess
in another part of the forest. Bellario finds her, and to the two
enter Philaster. He is impetuous, impulsive, is steeped in sorrow,
and full of jealous rage; but surely nothing short of actual frenzy
could explain such a dire deed as wounding the Princess in the
breast with his sword; and yet Philaster does that. The necessities,
or fancied necessities, of our dramatists have here driven them
beyond the limits of true and fine art.  First, he offers his sword to
Arethusa, begging her to kill him with it.
" Then you and this your boy may live and reign
In lust without control.
You will not kill me, then?
ARe. Kill you !
Ber. Not for the world !

The page is sent away, and Philaster wounds his lady ; but his
act is seen by an honest country fellow, who attacks Philaster, and,
with his “father’s old fox,” succeeds in wounding the besotted heir
to the crown. Noble Arethusa says, * He has not hurt me; I felt it
not.” Her glorious object is to conceal who harmed her. Philaster
finds Bellario sleeping—*Sword, print my wounds upon this sleeping
boy 1"—and he actually severely wounds him—or her.

BeL. Oh, death, I hope, is come !
Blest be that hand.
It meant me well. Again, for pity’s sake.

The loss of blood stays Philaster’s flight, and he proposes to the
boy—* Art thou true to me ? ”—to say that he “received these hurts
in staying me, and I will second thee.”

BzL. With my own wounds I'll bloody my own sword.
I need not counterfeit to fall ; Heaven knows
That I can stand no longer [ /alls).

Enter Pharamond, Dion, Cleremont, and Thrasiline. They
accuse Bellario of having hurt the Princess, and the page confesses
his guilt. She is as generous as Arethusa. Bellario is to be led to
prison, when Philaster creeps out of the bush in which he had taken
refuge, and cries :—

It was I that hurt the Princess.

He and the two ladies are all bleeding from their wounds, and
Philaster, touched by Bellario’s desire to screen him, asks to be laid
gently upon the boy’s neck, and embraces the Bellario that he had
so recently hurt and hated. He cries:—

Forgive me, thou that art the wealth
Of poor Ihi‘aster t
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Arethusa announces that Philaster is her dear husband. The
enraged King declares that

Blood shall put out your torches ; and, instead
Of gaudy.flowers about your wanton necks,
An axe shall hang like a prodigious meteor
Ready to crop your loves’ sweets.

Philaster tells him
That by the gods, it is a joy to die;
I find a recreation in it,
when 2 gentleman cnters, and says :—

Get you to your strength,
And rescue the Prince Pharamond from danger ;
He’s taken prisoner by the citizens,
Fearing the Lord Philaster.

The city is in mutiny,
Led by an old grey ruffian, who comes on
In rescue of the Lord Philaster.

‘The situation is serious—and who shall save it? There is but
one man that can do so, and that man is Philaster. The headsman
is disappointed, and the trembling tyrant, admitting “I have
wronged you,” beseeches the condemned rightful heir to calm the

ple
peopte And be what you were born to: take your love,

And with her my repentance, all my wishes,
And all my prayers.

Philaster consents, and has experienced a very sudden and
surprising revolution of the wheel of Fortune. He mingles with
the revolt and saves Pharamond from certain death, inducing the
rioters to deliver the Prince of Spain to him.

We have now reached the last scene of all which ends this
strange eventful history, and we find the chief characters assembled
in an apartment in the Palace.

Philaster brings in rescued Pharamond ; receives the assurance
of the succession and the promise of the hand of Arethusa. He
suggests that Pharamond may, if it be agreeable to him, leave the
kingdom with Megra as his fair companion.

It must be remembered that the charge of illicit love between
the Princess and the Page has never been explained or withdrawn ;
and the shameless Megra, admitting frankly her own shame, reiterates
coarsely her former accusation against Arethusa. It becomes, there-
fore, important to clear the reputation of the King’s daughter, and
this is very effectually done by Bellario himself.
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Kine. Search out a match
Within our kingdom, where and when thou wilt,
And I will pay thy dowry.

Impetuous Philaster—perhaps he is secretly troubled by the
difficulty of choosing between two such women—twice attempts to
commit suicide ; but he might well stab himself that had, in blind
fury, wounded, with his misused sword, two such ladies, each so fair,
so good, so generous, and so forgiving. Hear them both :—

BsL, (20 the King) Never, sir, will 1
Marry ; it is a thing within my vow :
Baut, if I may have leave to serve the Princess,
To see the virtues of her lord and her,
I shall have hope to live.

ARE. 1, Philaster,
Cannot be jealous, though you had a lad;
Drest like a page to serve you ; nor will I
Suspect her living here.—Come, live with me ;
Live free as I do. She that loves my lord,
Cursed be the wife that hates her!

How can dramatists create men worthy of such women? Pos-
thumus, despite her forgiveness of the wager, was scarcely worthy of
Imogen ; and certainly Philaster is not comparable with delightful
Arcthusa or with delicious Euphrasia. The play ends happily.

1 have said that the glory of the play is a woman, that woman
being our dear Euphrasia. Arethusa is good, noble, charming ; but
she bas not quite the winsome softness or the gentle devotion of
the page-disguised lady, who seems created to suffer so much and to
move so deeply our sorrowing pity. Euphrasia’s outward form and
features are fit symbols of inner spiritual beauty. She does not
worship the Prince, but gives the priceless gift of her lofty love to.
the man. She is abstract woman, and stands apart from the main
current of succession to sceptre and to crown. Her sceptre and her
crown are noble and ideal love ; and in her devoted self-sacrifice she
risks misconstruction, ill-usage, and even wounds. Her love is pure
as is a white lily ; but, though pure, she is not cold ; and through her-
chastity glows the fair touch of woman’s tender love—a love which
is ideal rather than passionate. We fancy her, with her pale delicate
cheek slightly flushed—the flush would be half a blush—with the
faintest tint of innocent unconscious sex. She has purity without
pretence, devotion without vanity, and love without license. She
never stops to think of self. She is placed in most romantic cir-
cumstances, and appears in delicate disguise, but always remains
purc as the snow on high hills. She passes through s2d SOOwS 2

X3
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trials, and wins, at last, only half the happiness that she desired and
deserved. Not for her is even the fate of Hagar. She can only
witness the virtues of Philaster and his royal wife. If she were
genuinely contented with the lot appointed to her, she transcends all
ideality and surpasses all heroism. Beautiful, good, self-sacrificing
as she is, we must bless the play which makes us acquainted with
Dion's child, Euphrasia.

And the words that she speaks, the passages in which she is
depicted, are always worthy of her—are tender in melody, pure in
expression, exquisite in cadence. We conjecture that they must
have been written by Fletcher; and they are instinct with the fine
music of the finest English. The play is strong, if rough, and we
part with it with hearts touched, and with imaginations nobly stirred
by the virtues, love, and charms of virginal, tender, and ever dear
Euphrasia-Bellario.

H. SCHUTZ WILSON.



THE BIRDS PETITION.

EEP in leafy woodland bowers,
Bright with undergrowth of flowers,
O’er the dappled mead and pool,
And in tangled lanes most cool,
Pipe the throstle, finch, and lark,
From the dewy dawn to dark,
And they pipe, and never tire,
Songs as sweet as love’s desire.

IL

Oft to me they seem to sing,

On the branch, or on the wing ;

“If you leave us space and sky,
Room to nest and sing and fly,

We will pipe for your delight,

Pipe and make the days more bright ;
But in narrow cage confined,

Song is slain by joy unkind.

IIL.

“ Honour, then, our wide domain,
Break not little hearts with pain ;

God, who made the merry day,

Gave to us our roundelay ;

And like honey-laden bee,

Or like wild winds, made us free ;
Leave, then, leave us to our song,
Woods and meads and flowers among.”

CHARLES LUSTED.
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paddle we agreed to row back In my boat and tow her along. And
in the meantime we sat among the graves, and talked—as perfect
strangers who feel drawn to ooe another sometimes will—of nothing
personal, but of winds, and skies, and the everlasting hills, and Efe
and death. When we parted at Taycreggan I vaguely understood
that he was staying not far off, but pether of us had thought of
asking the other’s mme.

IL

That night was one of exquisite starkight—the moon did not rise
till late. I smoked a last cigar in the garden before turning in, then
climbed to my chamber, and stepped to the window, the matchbax
and unlighted candle in my hand, to take a last look at the sky.
My attention was caught, however, by the lighted window on the
upper floor of the cottage on the moor, which presented rather a
curious appearance. The light was suddenly obscured, then shone
out again, then was darkened once more. This continued so long
that, my curiosity being thoroughly roused, I took from my portman-
teau a tolerably powerful telescope which I had with me and directed
it at the house.

1 started, and nearly dropped the instrument. My acquaintance
of the moming passed and repassed the window several times, evi-
dently in a high state of excitement, with a drawn claymore in his
hand. I could see him flourishing it round his head, and making
passes and lunges as if at some invisible opponent; and then a
woman came forward and threw herself upon hirh as if to disarm
him, and he struggled with her, and for a moment seemed about to
run her through. As I was thinking whether I ought to start for the
house, and what I could do when Igot there, the figures disappeared
and the light shone out undisturbed. I watched for awhile, but
could see nothing. Then the woman’s figure came forward and
drew down the blind, and shortly afterwards the light went out.

Surely, I reasoned with myself, there had been nothing to worry
over. Clearly, the woman had not been killed. Perhaps she and
her husband had only been trying a stage effect with a view to privae
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I led the way into my sitting-room. “I have just heard from my
brother-in-law,” she went on hurriedly. “I suppose you know that
Mrs. Archibald Leith is my sister? Here is the letter—read it
afterwards at your leisure, and destroy it—for I dare not let it fall
into Kenneth’s hands. He tells me to trust you as a friend, and to
tell you everything.”

The haunted look on her face distressed me beyond measure.

“I think I know in part,” I said. ¢Leith tells me that Mr.
Colquhoun is not quite himself, and that there are difficulties con-
nected with placing him under medical treatment. I have had a -
long experience—" :

“Yes, yes ! ” she cried. * Archie says you can help us if anyone
can. But he must not suspect that you are a doctor.”

“No,” I said. “I do not think he is aware of my profession.
He knows me only as a friend of Leith’s, here for his summer
holiday. Now—for I suppose your time is limited—please tell me as
quickly as possible all you can.”

She did so clearly and concisely. Poor woman ! it was not the
first time she had detailed the symptoms. * He ought to be under
restraint, I suppose. All my friends tell me so. But even were there
no difficulties, I cannot bear the thought of it.” :

“It may not be necessary. Sometimes a cure can be effected
without, if taken in time. But a complete change of surroundings is
usually required ; a severance of all old associations ; it might even
be best that you and he should be parted for an indefinite time. Do
you think you could make up your mind to this?” !

“If it were best for him,” she answered steadily.

“Have you any children?” it occurred to me to ask.

“Two ; they are with my sister.”

“ We must see as much of each other as we can,” I said as she
turned to go. “In a little while I shall have a better idea what can
be done. And in any case, if, as you say, he can control himself
before strangers, my presence may help to stave off an outbreak.
Get him into the open air as much as possible. That, and constant
occupation, are better than any medicine.”

“Thank you, Dr. Stevenson. Do you think you could"
drop in—as if accidentally—some time this aftemoon? He"
enjoys talking to you, and if it were only to take his thoughts off
himself—”

“Yes, I understand. I'll come. You will always look on me
as a friend, Mrs. Colquhoun, won’t you?”

“Good-bye !” she said, as she wrung my hand. Then shetarned
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breast, and in the midst of it all a man who was not Kenneth
Colquhoun. He was laying about him with the claymore I had
once before seen in his hands ; his face was pale and drawn, his eyes
blazing, his features distorted. I walked up to him and said
quietly :

¢ Stop this nonsense, Colquhoun!”

He looked at me strangely, as if trying to remember, dropped
the sword with a clatter, and walked out of the room. I heard him
go upstairs to the bedroom and bang the door behind him. Then
I turned to Mrs. Colquhoun :

“Go down to my lodgings, please, and bring a small box full of
medicine-bottles which you will find on the top of the drawers in
my bedroom.” T had sent to Glasgow the week before for some
drugs, which I thought might comein useful. “ Go at once, please ;
I will see to him.”

She went, and I followed Colquhoun upstairs. He was kneeling
by the bedside, his head buried in the clothes. He sprang up and
faced me.

“What is the meaning of all this?” I said. “It’s perfectly
disgraceful ! If you don’t stop it I’ll thrash you within an inch of
your life !”

He backed slowly against the wall, staring at me out of great
hollow eyes. “I wish you would,” he said in a hoarse whisper.

“ Don'’t be a fool, Colquhoun, but listen to me. You can stop
this, and you must.”

No answer.

“You didn’t go on like this while I was with you this morning ;
why should you do it now? You've given Mrs. Colquhoun a serious
fright. Its only tomfoolery, of course, but she doesn’t know that
apparently.”

He passed his hand wearily over his forehead. I believe I'm
possessed with a devil, Stevenson.”

“If you are you've got to kick him out. No one need sfay
possessed. You're a grown man, and not an infant or an idiot.”

If I had stopped to think it would have turned me sick to see
him there, cowed and crushed, without a word to say for himself.
But I was wondering how soon his wife would be back with the
medicine.

“ Now, undress at once and get to bed,” I said sharply; and he
obeyed me without a word. By the time his head was on the pillow
I heard Mrs. Colquhoun’s step on the stairs. I went to the door
and took the box from her, telling her it was better dhe Soould et
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without its touches of pathos, that through all the separation from
his Selvaggia the beauty of which she is the representative continues
to allure him in the form of different women.

Others of these early Italian singers, these heralds of the
approaching dawn, are Danfe da Maiano, a friend of his more
illustrious namesake, whose poems are not without occasional beauty,
though disfigured by a coarse, rude manner; Cecco Angiolieri,
another of Dante’s early associates, whose verses contain some rough
humour, but are mostly impious or licentious in tone; and Dino
Frescobaldi, who deserves mention less for his own poems than for
the pious care which preserved the opening cantos of the “ Inferno”
when Dante’s home in Florence was sacked, and had them conveyed
in safety to their author. Nor must we omit the name of Giotto,
who, as was not unusual in these days, distinguished himself in
many branches of art, and was poet as well as sculptor, architect,
and painter. His one poem, on the *Doctrine of Voluntary
Poverty,” is a protest against the exaggerated practice of that
medizval virtue, and testifies to the sound good sense of its gifted
author. ‘

These names do not, indeed, exhaust the list of early Tuscan
poets, Dante’s predecessors or contemporaries, but the authors of the
other sonnets and songs preserved to us are for the most part mere
versifiers and poetasters whose writings had no marked influence on
the literature of their time, and the poets quoted in this paper are
perhaps the best representatives of a school which played so im-
portant a part in the evolution of Italian literature. To four of them
—Latini, Guinicelli, Cavalcanti, and Cino—belongs, moreover, the
special claim on our notice that they were respectively the Tutor,
the Father (in a literary sense), the Friend of youth, and the Friend
of manhood to him whose work was destined so far to transcend
their own that posterity has conferred on him the title Falher of
Modern Literature.

NORLEY CHESTER.
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APRIL.

AIR Spring peeps in with mischievous surmise,
To catch me at my window idly dreaming,
And all at once the flashing panes are streaming
With sudden tear-drops from the blinded skies.
Then, in a trice, she doffs her dark disguise,
Forgets her mimic anger to all seeming,
And smiles to see the world with laughter gleaming
Responsive to the sunshine in her eyes.
O frolic love ! thy wilful charm beguiles
My sober heart with fluttering hopes and fears ;
Thy swift caprices and thy gracious wiles,
Thy very frowns have something which endears,
And if at times tears follow hard on smiles,
The glory of thy smiles outshines thy tears.
M. GRAHAM,
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recourse who would understand aright medieval life as it was
fashioned after the twofold operation of feudalism and catholicism.
Froissart was not an historian in the true sense of that word, but he
was a superb literary artist who has limned historical word-pictures
which can never fade, and for which the student of history ought to
be devoutly thankful. With Montaigne’s words we may take leave
of Froissart : “I love historians very unaffected or excellent; the
unaffected, who have not wherewithal to add to their own, and
who are only careful to collect, and pick up everything which falls
under their notice, and to put down everything without choice and
without sorting, giving us the opportunity of wholly judging of their
. truth.  Such, for example, is the good Froissart, who has gone on
with his work with such a frank simplicity that, having committed a
fault, he is no way ashamed of avowing it, and correcting it at the
place he is informed of it ; and who tells us the diversity of rumours
which were current, and the different accounts that were told to him.,
It is history naked and unadorned ; everyone may profit from it,
according to the depth of his understanding.”
W. FORBES GRAY,
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month the snowstorm was still raging. In the cottage bright fires
glowed, to keep out the intense cold, and on his ninety-first birthday
Frederick Adams, for the first time in his long life, slept with a fire
on his bedroom hearth. His sleep was sound, and Bessie’s ; the
two were more worn than usual; the snow had not made easier
their day’s duties. It was past midnight, and the old man dreamed
uneasily and made inarticulate speech. He was oppressed with a
sense of suffocation, as though buried beneath the snow. There was
a strange hissing noise in his ears, such as he had often heard when,
as a boy, he had fired a catherine-wheel.

“The noise woke him, and, with the vigour of youthful years,
he sprang from the bed. The movement aroused Bessie. In a
moment he stooped over her: ‘It is love against flames, wife,’ he
said ; ¢ but be brave, for love must win.’

¢ Already the room was filled with smoke, and the timbers around
were crackling. Long tongues of flame shot out towards the bed on
which lay the old woman, her dark eyes turned on her husband.
There was no terror on her face, but trust, deep trust in the old man
beside her, and he knew it.

¢ Stripping a blanket from the bed he wrapped it round her, and
placing beneath her his aged arms—arms that in their strength sixty-
six years before had borne her a delicate girl over the rugged moun-
tains—he lifted her, and his muscles became strong as the love that
surged through him, and his feet swift as of yore. Taking in a long
breath he bade Bessie do the same, and through the lurid leaping
flames he dashed, and they parted before him as he bore onwards
his helpless but inspiring burden.

“ And now the flames were behind them and that danger was
passed. Yet what lay before them? There was snow above, below,
and around them. The white storm whirled in its fury, and the
intense cold burst asunder with a terrific noise, like thunder, one and
another of the weather-beaten trees.

“ Frederick was clad only in his night dress, which the flames had
singed; but the garment was to him as plate-armour ; he felt neither
heat nor cold while his wife was exposed to danger. ¢Bessie,’ said
Adams, ‘I'm going to get help; be brave while I'm away, Three
miles are soon travelled” Then, drawing the blanket about her, he
tenderly placed her in a rough straw-littered outbuilding behind the
ruins of their home. The poor, feeble, and naturally timid woman
held his hand for a moment, and then he left her to start on that
midnight journey of three miles. His legs and feet were bare, his
body unprotected save by a flimsy night dress; his head was
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¢ ¢« She is dead,” whispered a man to his fellow. Adams turned
upon him fiercely : * Stand back,’ he said; ‘you lie, she lives.’






George Crabbe. 357

later poets, believing that all Nature was alive, conceived a living spirit in the
sand, the daisy, and the vapour.

No doubt it was this lack of poetic life which jarred upon the
sensitive ear of Coleridge, who could not paint the humblest object
without idealising it. Wordsworth, again, though no botanist, has a
loving and close acquaintance with his favourite plants, as displayed
in his ¢ Lesser Celandine,” and some of our more modern poets
describe the scenes of Nature with marvellous yet poetic fidelity.

As a poet of inanimate nature, Crabbe is therefore clearly dis-
tanced by his rivals, but in the higher or more human views of life
the poet surely becomes great, often sublime, though rarely pas-
sionate. All that concerned the struggling lives of his fellow-men
fascinated Crabbe throughout his career. Thus, in the beautiful
description of the scenery in “ The Village,” the chief beauty of the
lines consists in that human element which is constantly recurring :

Lo! where the heath, with withering brake grown o'er,
Lends the light turf that warms the neighbouring poor.

Or, again:
! Rank weeds, that every care and art defy,
Reign o’cr the land, and rob the blighted rye,

—that rye on which the subsistence of the poor depended.
There thistles stretch their prickly arms afar

is not in itself a remarkable line, but a quaint little rustic scene
rises before us with the ensuing sentiment :

And to the ragged infant threaten war.

Crabbe tells us that even the poppies “mock the hope of toil,”
that the blue bugloss paints “ the sterile soil,” while the charlock and
tares cling round “the sickly blade.” Crabbe, in effect, describes
these beauties of Nature only as a background for the due setting of
all the painful and toilsome existence of the poor of “the village.”
Thus in “The Lover’s Journey,” which is full of descriptions of
Nature, this connection of human interests and cast of mind with the
landscape gazed on is fully displayed in the opening paragraph.
George Crabbe had not that devotion to Nature in herself which
forms such a charm in the poetry of some men who cannot otherwise
be compared with him.

Crabbe would probably have been the first to admit that the
hardships and struggles of his early life developed his strong
sympathies with his kind, and forced him to express them in writing,
when the indolence of a contemplative character would have stified
them. That the poet possessed some indolence of wnd W
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is a fine example of the fact that genius is not necessarily ““ allied to
insanity,” but may coexist with the strongest common sense and the
broadest Christian sympathies. It is also a warning of the specia}
need of outside discipline for the development of a poetical tem-
perament. Before our poet could succumb to habits of great natural
indolence, necessity had fixed in him the habit of work.

Crabbe, if he is sometimes lacking in spontaneity and lightness
probably is so because his habit of analysis extended itself even to
the possible attitude of his readers, and he has the hesitation of a
man who sees but too clearly every side of a situation or controversy.
There is amusing evidence of this in the following extract from the
poem “ Resentment ":—

In vain an author would a name suppress,
From the least hint a reader learns to guess ;
Of children lost our novels sometimes treat,
We never care—assured again to meet.

In vain the writer for concealment tries,

We trace his purpose under all disguise ;

Nay, though he tells us they are dead and gone,
Of whom we wot—they will appear anon ;
Our favourites fight, are wounded, hopeless lie,
Survive, they cannot—nay, they cannot die.
Now, as these tricks and stratagems are known
’Tis best, at once, the simple truth to own.

In our day the public has been compelled to harden itself to less
cheerful endings, and Crabbe’s lines have not so decided an applica-
tion. :

The poet died in 1832, in an honoured and respected old age,
and in the poems which are so true to human nature in all ages
succeeding generations will find him yet living.

MAUDE PROWER.
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‘T'hat leisure for men of business and business for men of leisure
would effect a cure for most complaints has often been repeated,
and the breath of his own Morvan mountains, with long hours of
rest amongst the inexhaustible treasures of his library, restored for a
time the overworked and anxious brain.

There was only one regret, one irremediable loss : the man who
in 1830 had been so sought after, so necessary, felt himself com-
pletely isolated ; he knew that being no longer of use his old com-
panions had forgotten him. His own recollections remained vivid to
the last, and whenever one of the brilliant stars he had done so
much to discover vanished away he was painfully affected.

For Sainte-Beuve, Jules Janin, Théophile Gautier, who had
almost doubted if he were alive or dead before they went themselves
into the land of shadows, he felt all the grief he would have ex-
perienced had they been together daily, as was once the case.

A more tender-hearted man never existed, or one more staunch
and more sincere.

Somewhat brusque in manner, he possessed the fine and sterling
qualities so often hidden under a rough exterior, and those who knew
him best bore witness to his simple worth, his kindliness, and his in-
tegrity without a flaw.

C. E. MEETKERKE.
























grievous to Mary, served 12 2RIF FiUIivTers v o ocoilotevas
his marriage hadbroashth.m Anmd Mamv el oictis vz 250l
her more nearly. Her sister Elizabeth was iymmg a: Gea=>'s Goax, 104
her father, his own health shattered, was waitching by ber bedside m
unspeakable grief and anxiety. Itwas on the evening of July 30
that Fauconberg and his wife amrived at Hampton Cowt, = beng
safe returned out of the North.” They found Lady Claypole ralied
a little, but she died the following Friday, Angust 6.

Within a month was to follow the more crushing blow of Oiver’s
death. “'I'heconstemaﬁonandastuxishnmdpeop&,’m
Fauconberg to Henry Cromwell, “is unexpressible. . . . My poor
wife, I know not what in the earth to do with her. When scemsimgly
quieted, she bursts out again into passion that tears her very hemt in
pieces ; nor can I blame her, considering what she has lost.”

The death of Oliver changed everything The succession, in-
deed, passed to Richard, and for the moment things seemed to be
going smoothly ; but discerning minds must have recogmised that
when the strong hand was removed the crash was only a2 matter of
time. There was something more than private and persomal grief in
Mary’s passionate distress.! The future secemed big with nan. It is
not easy to unravel the history of the troubled time that lay bet=een
the death of Oliver and the Restoration, or to assign to the differsne
actors in the drama their precise parts ; but within a fortnight of 1>
Protector's death the astute Mazarin was cosmresponding %A
Bordeaux, the French Ambassador in London, as to secaring Faov.ran-
berg for his own interests. By the end of October Bordeamx ~an
report that he has sounded him, and suggests that the Cariza:
should send him a present of a pair of Barbary horses, and jeweds i
Lady Fauconberg, which should not be of less value than 1225
pistoles. Fauconberg is no longer the son-nlaw of 2 great riier,
but a man who has his estates and perhaps his life in peril a2 ny
distant date if he makes a false step, and has to move warily s a 1,
secure himself against all emergencies. He seems to have sugprriad
Richard Cromwell as long as possible, bt when, at the e A
April 1659, Fleetwood and the army officers foscnd 1 drwhution: A
Parliament, he retired to the country, “ to make a party thwye,” xnd
in June, when Richard was still at Whitehall, but “ quits dewn 1
on the point of leaving, we hear that “ Lord and Lady Vabuminihy.

B ““Your sister,” wrote Fauconberg to Hensy Cromwet +» (pedrAmr 19,
more than five weeks afterwards, *“is weeping 80 extremely Vry w4 o | ’:"
scarce tell youin plain terms that I am guing eigity milbes /rdl e
morrow.,”
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A 100, and she provided £3,000 for the six children of her nephew
Henry. To her nephew Francis Cromwell, her goddaughter Mary
Russell, and her husband’s godson William Russell, she left smaller
legacies, and to every one of Lord Fauconberg’s nephews and nieces
and her own, and their wives or husbands, £zo for mourning. She
left money legacies and mourning to all her servants, mentioning
some by name. Finally, she gave her residue equally between Lady
Frances Russell and Sir Thomas Frankland, and appointed them her
joint executors. :

She died in the early part of the year 1713, and was buried in
Chiswick Church on March 24. Frances and Sir Thomas Frankland
proved her will on June 27 following. Seven years later Frances
herself, the last of her generation, was buried beside her sister, but
no monument marks the place, and the fact is recorded only in the
Chiswick registers.

R. W. RAMSEY,
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and was sent to live at Windsor under the awfsl c2snles of fuzen
Charlotte and her maiden aunts. The poor merry princess had a
dismal time of it there, her high spirits and her tantrums equally
kept down by those stern disciplinarians. The King was always her
friend and her mother’s, and he loved her music so long as be was
able, for she was an accomplished performer. But the cloud of
madness settled upon that kindly soul, and the princesses lost their
friend and were at the mercy of the brutal Regent and his martinet
mother.

Charlotte was given a seaside home at Bognor, and there at least
she had a capital time, away from Windsor and ber unhappy mother
and her tyrant father. She ran about, dressed in phin seaworthy
garments ; chatted with the baker while she waited in isis shop till his
buns were ready ; drove poor Lady de Cliffiord over a field all rwts
and hillocks, delightedly crying, in answer to the expostulations of
that much jolted person: “Nothing like exercise, my lady ; nithing
like exercise.” ,

Many are the stories told by those who knew and koved her bemt
of her truly royal generosity. Surely, had she lived, hers would have
been the king’s face which gives grace. Hearing of 2 young ofiicer
being arrested for debt, she not only promptly offered tusil, bat an
reflection—not the reflection which is chilly seaction froms grnerins
impulse—she inquired the amount of the debt and paid % . The
poor around her blessed her with good reason. Even fr the middie
class, which attracts so little of the sympathy from those absrvs - -
which is often the truest of chasity—she was full of warm: hwariad
kindness, throwing to the winds those rules of ison exclusivarmss her
rank usually demands. She was still quite 2 child when har intaron
was sought for the reprieval of criminals condemned 1o death. S iy
Reverend J. Wilcox, who came to her with one A thse fre/puam
petitions, promised ber “his poor prayers” in seturn for haw s s swlw)
advocacy. “Indeed, indeed, Mr. Wilcox,” she amevarsiud, “§ Ay
not think any person’s prayers poor, and I shall be wmuwh A 1
you to remember me. I bope I know the value A proyw.”

Now and then she was allowed to sesume vty W/ gyw/i
mmmwmmm,mmwhcumm%m:m
a town house in Connanght Place. Once Cardinm, g Hm
Constitution Hill, espied her daughiter’s carviagn in Vissathily. Wy
had herself driven to mgmmuMuxi’:’mmm
their carriage windows, to the joy of the eves-eymisthui 1

Charlotte was very strict S’z’uﬁdnw Anarymv-o | "“f‘“‘" TUNY
honest, and quick at seeing through Ay, i i Were
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TABLE TALK.

THe DEMAND FOR BOOKS.

R. LANG has lately contributed to the #zstminster Gasette
an - article upon a subject which has long had a keen

interest to me, and on which I have more than once addressed my
readers—the question of “ The Demand for Books.” I have always
regarded as a national reproach the fact that in our middle-class resi-
dences so few. books are ordinarily to be counted. A room containing
a couple of hundred volumes is not seldom dignified by the name of
a library, and a score or two books enclosed in one of those table-
shelves, with ends turning up on hinges—I am ashamed to say I
do not know how to name them—representing at most an outlay of
a few pounds, is often all one sees in a room crowded with costly
furniture and dric-d-drac. Mr. Lang’s utterances on the demand for
books are elicited by previous assertions of Sir Walter Besant, who
holds that this demand “does not come from publishers, but
from the public.” To this statement Mr. Lang demurs, mameain-
ing the amusing paradox that the demand in question comes from
authors. “It is they, and nobody else, who insist on producing most
books.” Speaking for himself, he says, “1 do the books berause
I like doing them; the demand is my own privace demand.”
Was anybody demanding a novel from Sosz, ke would like °» ienire,
when he began to write Waverley? This & &5e snsnglht 5 fw
as it goes, and for one publisher who applies o an swhar %7 »
book there are a score of anthors who go 05 die pnblishery oirh wy.
gestions concerning one. The case s natstlly Ftmrf st + %o
successes have been scored. Afees i agnaames o Wa Sy Yot 2.
four Waverley novels Scott was pestensl S “stmcse wid iz
nately, in some cases was indured 35 mpply ot St Ay (
many men to see themaseloes i Jring s WSS WS /7 & #H P27 -
remain. There is, howeser, 2 genoing ArsmaniA Gy 4 sohoy Hams
works, and special pleading, oy # o7y wieys /¢ WA
not alter the facts.
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remembercd that she herscll had fastened the inner door to make a
certain person still a prisoner if he succeeded in forcing the turret
exit. She wrapped a shawl-scarf round her ears—not to hear a cry
if any came from above. But no cry was heard by any one. The
Rajah was probably suffocated in his sleep—a sleep rendered deep
and heavy by the narcotic put into his milk last thing. The relent-
less creeping flame was gaining strength every instant. At length
the fire burst, crackling and hissing, out of the turret itself. The
deed was clearly done; but the doer was in the presence of death.
Too proud, however, to call out, bafled and disappointed, the
Rajpootin, becoming overwhelmed with stifling smoke, covered her
head in a grim silence, and fell by the outer door, where her charred
remains were afterwards found.

And the cruel fate of the Rajah was brought about by his love !
A brief period of allowable joy, but purchased with insincerity, and
punished with pitiless misfortune. Gentle and amiable character as
the Rajah was, he succumbed to circumstances which a more
masterful spirit would perhaps have moulded to his will.

. [ 4 . . . . [ L]

The night of the Feast of Lamps was long remembered in that
part of the country, when both the Rajah of Ijlas and his wife were
burnt to death in a fire which broke out in his house. There had
been a grand illumination, and it was thought that some falling
wicks, when the lights were expiring, had ignited a shed full of wood
and straw and other inflammable materials.










































SPENSERS GRAVE.

Lo ! here the place for contemplation made,
For sacred musing, and for solcmn song,

HEN Spenser died, the Muses wept,
And all the mourning poets said,
“ Alas ! for poetry and romance,
Her genius from the earth has fled.”

And, looking in the narrow bed
Of him they lcft to slumber there,
Each took his pen and threw it in,
To show the depth of his despair.

To symbolise that all was o’cr,
Torth from the earth all poetry fled :
But Shakespeare stood beside that grave,
And joined the ritual of the dead.

And as the music softly pealed,
It whispered thro’ those columns vast—
“ Poets may die, but poetry lives,
Survives and breathes while Time shall last.”

Can poetry die while Shakespeare lives ?
Can genius die while God inspires ?
No, unborn hosts shall yet arisc,
To sweep with power poetic lyres—

Ircathing through all the daily life
A light, a spirit, and a grace,
Till life becomes a living thing,
Saved from the low and commonplace.

While God reigns in His universe,
The spirit of all poetry breathes ;
And though the poets die, He keeps
For other brows the laurel leaves.
ADELINE MARY BANKS.
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And what
from the Ben
gentleman has
the old Frenct
Norsemen wh
its forehead ; .
escuyer himself
needed for pr
accented ¢, tl
circumflex in
of Latin testa,
head, the exp!
¢ casque,” was
gear to head
jockey. And
speak of a cc
stamped on i
cannot say.
chroniclers—t
Men have their fads. One faddist correspondent of ours lately
begged us never to “esquire ” him again. We heard and obeyed.
His petition pleasantly reminded us of the floating story of the coal-
heaver who to an over-polite person that dubbed Mrs. Coalheaver a
lady, replied, with an emphatic clenching of the fist, “ I'll trouble you
in future to call my wife a woman.” Would we could truthfully add
that he added : “ It pleases she, but it hurts me.”

PHILIP KENT.
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treasured as a sacred monument of the beginning of English
Christianity. When the large number of bishops who derive their
episcopal descent from Augustine met for their decennial conference
in 1897, it was fitting that they should make pilgrimage to Ebbsfleet
and Richborough to commemorate the thirteenth centenary of
Augustine’s coming. Very earnestly, as we know, the Archbishop
looked forward to that gathering of the bishops from the ends of the
earth, when he hoped to “receive them close to the place of
Augustine’s landing, in that giant Roman castle where the first
Christian Englishman reigned.” But suddenly and peacefully the
Archbishop was gathered to his fathers within a few months of the
meeting that he looked for. None the less, his works do follow him ;
and the duty of presiding over the great assembly]fell to the lot of
another worthy inheritor of the ancient dignities, the ninety-second
successor of St. Augustine.
JOHN EDWARD FIELD.
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plagiarism. Shakespeare is far from immaculate. Like Molitre,
he “took his goods where he found them.” The British Museum
can produce a very damaging pidce de conmviction, if I may so term it,
against the Bard of Avon, in the shape of a copy of Florio’s translation
of Montaigne’s “Essays.” That Shakespeare had read it to some
purpose is very evident. To take but one instance, Gonzalo’s ideal
republic in the “ Tempest ” is simply a passage from Florio’s version
turned into blank verse. Sterne himself has been drawn upon by
Mr. Rudyard Kipling for his famous phrase, “But that is another
story.” My own idea about plagiarism is that it is justifiable when a
contemporary writer is not injured, and when the plagiarism is an
improvement on the original. This is generally the case with Stemne's
borrowings. It may be said of him that he plagiarised nothing that
he did not adorn, and on this must rest his claim to our forgiveness.
If further extenuation be needed, has he not given us My Uncle
Toby ? and all that is best in that exquisite portrait is Sterne’s own.

J. B. HADLEY.
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. BEX! . .
AN AUTUMN FAREWELL,

WEET BEX! Once more 'tis mine to feast my eyes

Upon thy Autumn charms ; to sit and gaze
Silent—but for the cow-bells’ dreamy chime—
Across thy valley to the grassy slopes
Which, gently undulating, upward rise
To where the mountain heights, rugged and stern,
Uplift their buttressed summits to the sky.
Eastward, Trient’s eternal glacier shines,
A billowy sea of glistening white ; save when,
At dawn, touched by the sun, it glows awhile
Burnished with gold ; or when, at eventide,
A rosy flush suffuses it, ere Night
Chills the crisp air, and hangs her myriad lamps.
On this side Rhone, the solitary peak
Of Morcles from the craggy ridge confronts
The rival Dent du Midi. Lovely Dent !
Supremely lovely when the sinking sun
Falls on thy woods of chestnut, beech and larch,
O’er which dark pines in serried squadrons climb
‘The higher pastures, where, in chalets brown,
Through all the summer day the rich milk seethes
In caldrons huge slung over ruddy fires.

. . .
Crowning a wooded hill, the ruined tower

Of legendary Duin overlooks

The fertile plain that stretches from the gap
Where St. Maurice’s ancient church and fort

Peer o'er Rhone’s bridge to Leman'’s crescent lake.
Adown the village, quaintly picturesque,

Rasl 1 wmgon, whose bouldered stream

! Prooounced Bay.
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ALL IN ONE DAY.

By PErcY FITZGERALD.

They parted in the hall—
A word, and she had gone—
The waltz’s dying call
Was winding, winding on.
¢¢ Parting,” she said, ¢ is pain—
We go our different ways,
But we may meet again
One of these days—these days ! ”

R. HENRY WARD had just driven up to the station of
the Chatham and Dover Company to take the nine o’clock
morning train to Dover. There was the usual crowd of goers-abroad,
the rush for places. Mr. Ward had no trouble, for *RESERVED”
was pasted on the window of his carriage. So he took his seat
tranquilly, and began to read his newspaper. A tall, compact man
was he, well made, somewhat hardened by exercise and travel,
thoughtful and grave, and with a generally amiable face. His age,
as in the case of most people of his kind, was a secret best known
to himself ; we might give him fifty or thereabouts—under or over;
a tolerant admiring matron would not hear of anything above fifty, a
contemporary of his own sex would give him “sixty to a day.” But
he was young in bearing, voice, manner, alertness, and general
sympathy with his fellows. What was he? Well, a man of fortune,
a squire, fond of travel and long travel, fonder of books and of the
fine library at the family place of ¢ all the Warda."
VOL. CCLXXXVI. NO. 2022. Q0
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A Story of Idwal Lake. 593

At the base of the rocks they found her, just as the still grey
dawn was breaking over the mountains, and Tom and his dog com-
panion were nearly disheartened with the search. It was Tom who
had first missed her, and had suspected on what errand she had
gone. But when he raised her in his arms—the little passive figure
that would never again trip by his side along the sheep tracks or by
the stream, a great passion of rage and grief swept over him.
Plucking the flower from her gown, he crushed it savagely, and with
a curse he flung it from him over the mountain side.

The years have passed, and to this day the oak and the beech
ferns still linger in the crevices ; but the spiderwort blooms no longer
above Idwal Lake.

EDITH GRAY WHEELWRIGHT.
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the absence of what is generally recognised in England as in some
form essential to sound education, the teaching of religion. The
religious differences in France are unhappily too much accentuated
to make any compromise possible. The clericalists and anti-
clericalists are arrayed against each other in battle array, and ne
modus vivendi between them has been devised, nor is likely to be
found. No conscience clause nor grants in aid irrespective of creed
have been agreed to. Lessons on morality and on civic duties have
been very unsuccessfully substituted in the State schools for the
teaching of religion. Still, it is fair to add that this grave defect is in
some measure supplied by the priests and other ministers of religion
on Sunday and on Thursday, which is the universal school holiday.
The difficulty of course is to collect the children on these days for
such a purpose, as they are under no compulsion to attend classes.
With this most important exception, the French system in the primary
schools appears on the whole to be well devised and admirably
carried out.
W. BURNET.
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